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Prologue 


At the soft repetition of the alarm the girl became 
instantly awake. Reaching over to the night table, she shut 
off the alarm at the fifth beep. Lying back down in the bed 
she noted the time at three a.m. and felt quite pleased with 
herself. Being a light sleeper for all of her twenty-five years 
did have its advantages. By now the other inhabitants of the 
house would no doubt be fast asleep. Now it was her time 
to party. Now it was her time to break out from this dull 
existence that she had found herself in. 

It was prearranged. Just as it had been the two previous 
times. Wait until the dead of night when the others were 
sound asleep. Then sneak out to meet the boy down at the 
cabana which was located forty yards down a slope from the 
rented mansion. 

Yes. She had become bored since the move to the 
East Coast. Bored with her uncle as well as the other two 
in the entourage. There was nothing for her in this rural 
Pennsylvania town. At least on the West Coast she initially 
had the horse and the excitement of competition. 


Nonetheless, they had brought her along. Now, after 


nine weeks lounging around the mansion with nothing to 
do, it was time to break out. 

The only concession she had been able to get since the 
move to Pennsylvania had been the trips to the farm three 
times a week to ride some horses. And that had only been 
granted after four weeks of her nagging her uncle who had 
to consult with Leon, his business manager, to see if it could 
be worked into the budget. At the farm she had met the boy. 
Tall, slim and handsome, almost to the point of feminine 
beauty, he worked as a riding instructor. 

From the beginning, though she was aware that he was 
only twenty-one years old, she realized that he conducted 
himself in a much more mature manner than his years. 
But it was something else. After the first week, she came 
to realize that though of Mexican descent, he conducted 
himself and, in fact, seemed to consider himself a person of 
elite European stature. He worked at cultivating the image 
of a Latin sophisticate, and while proficient at his job at the 
farm, he also oozed charm with the women and the young 
girls who rode there. And, from the outset, she knew she had 
to have him. 

For her it was something more than an affair. For her 
it was the first step in her rebellion. It was time to break 
out. She had to move on from her comfortable but pointless 
existence. 

After a quick shower and a touch up of hair and makeup 
she slipped into an aqua blue bikini and covering that with 
a dark blue robe quietly left the mansion. Crossing over the 
large patio, still adorned with decorations from the cocktail 


party that evening, she quickly descended the flagstone steps 


to a smaller patio with the gleaming pool to her left. She 
then proceeded to the cabana which was located at the pool’s 
end, the farthest point from the mansion. 

Once inside the structure, she began to organize the 
room for her secret rendezvous. First arranging pillows on 
the couch. Then placing and lighting candles about the 
room to provide the proper atmosphere. She had realized 
from her two previous encounters with the boy that he was 
all about that. He very much considered himself the Latin 
lover and worked seriously at that persona. He had told her 
that he would not be pleased with himself unless she had 
experienced total fulfillment. 

Opening the small refrigerator she took out the half-full 
bottle of champagne she had placed there during the cocktail 
party. Retrieving a glass from a cabinet in the kitchenette, 
she poured herself some to relax while she awaited his 
arrival. This had become a new found ritual. Something to 
drink before he came through the door. Once he arrived the 
alcohol ceased. He had no use for it stating that it dulled the 
senses. 

Well, she thought while finishing the first glass and 
quickly downing another, good for him. But right now good 
for me. 

After several minutes she checked her watch noting 
the time at three thirty. He’s running late, she thought. He 
better show up soon. Maybe I’m being stood up. No. He'll 
be here. We're too good together. He wouldn't pass up this 
opportunity. 

Fifteen minutes later she suddenly blinked her eyes while 
coming awake. What had happened? Had she inadvertently 
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dozed off? Must have downed the champagne too quickly, 
she reasoned. Now aware that she felt light headed, she rose 
from the couch to open the door for some fresh air. 

Moving across the room too slowly in an uncoordinated 
manner she reached the door. Fumbling with the door latch 
she staggered out into the night air. 

Taking rapid, deep breaths, almost gasping air in an 
effort to clear her mind, she inadvertently staggered forward 
in the direction of the mansion at the top of the slope. In 
dramatic uncoordinated steps she drifted further to the 
right, knocking over several chairs at poolside, while vaguely 
aware that something was wrong but unable to process what 
was happening or what to do about it. 

‘The final misplaced step to her right was her last on solid 
ground as she toppled into the deep end of the pool. In an 
unconscious state she sank the ten feet to the bottom silently 
swallowed up by the silver ripples of water that shimmered 
in the moonlight. 


Chapter 1 


The blue and white police cruiser entered the long 
circular driveway at nine-twenty the following morning. 
Coming to a stop behind two other police cruisers and 
the county Medical Examiner’s van the tall, muscular man 
sporting a military crew cut stepped out of the vehicle to 
survey the situation. 

Frank Kane, the Chief of Police for Chamberton 
Township, now in his eighteenth month on the job had 
already cultivated a reputation as a hands-on administrator. 
Initially, he had encountered a certain amount of resentment 
from several members of the town’s police force. His age, 
thirty-one years old, and lack of seniority, had no doubt been 
the reason for that. 

Now, eighteen months later, the rank and file on the 
force, realizing that Kane had the full backing of the County 
District Attorney, had become resigned to the fact that the 
young Chief was indeed in charge. That was the bottom line 
unless they wanted to resign from the force. 

Adjusting his aviator sunglasses, Kane walked past the 
three other vehicles and proceeded up the five stone steps 
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bordered by four white columns to the mansion’s door which 
stood partially open. 

Entering the center hall of the huge colonial, he 
encountered Fred Worther, one of his officers, notebook 
in hand, talking to a dark haired man who appeared to be 
mid to late thirties in age wearing black dress pants and a 
white dress shirt open at the neck. Turning to Kane, Officer 
Worther said, “Morning, Chief! This is Leon Dekker. Mr. 
Dekker is the business manager for Mr. Roger Bristow. Mr. 
Bristow is the gentleman who is renting this property and 
the uncle of the deceased.” 

Dekker, turning toward Kane, clearly upset, with the 
palm of his right hand to his forehead, stated, “This is just 
tragic. I don't understand how something like this could 
happen. We just had a large cocktail party here last night. 
Everything went so well and now this.” 

Kane, gazing past the man toward the sunroom at the 
rear of the mansion and the large patio beyond, asked, “Is 
the pool where the young lady was found beyond that patio?” 

“That’s right, Chief,” Worther replied. “There’s a pool 
and a smaller patio down below.” 

“Is Mr. Bristow here?” Kane asked. 

“Yes. Mr. Bristow is in the study. As you can understand 
he’s distraught over this,” Dekker replied. 

Turning and walking toward the sunroom and the patio 
beyond, Kane stated, “I understand, Mr. Dekker. But we 
will need statements from everyone in residence here last 
night.” Once outside, Kane crossed the length of the large 
patio through a maze of rented white chairs and tables 
still decorated with flowered center pieces. Walking down 


the flagstone steps to the smaller patio and the pool area, 
he continued along the length of the pool toward the two 
police officers standing outside the cabana. Simultaneously, 
two men from the county Medical Examiner’s office in blue 
coveralls wheeled a gurney by him which contained the body 
of the deceased girl. 

Approaching the two officers, Kane made a mental note 
to himself to be more careful in his assignments to potential 
crime scenes. In his opinion, neither man was appropriate 
for the task at hand. Harrison was a holdover from Kane’s 
predecessor and had, over a fifteen year span, been primarily 
assigned to desk duty at the police station. Jerry Thornton, 
though motivated, was a twenty-five year old rookie and 
lacked investigative experience. 

“What do we have here?” Kane asked as he surveyed the 
pool and cabana. 

“Nothing, Chief,” Harrison quickly replied. “The girl 
was probably drunk. She went for a midnight swim and 
drowned. There’s an opened bottle of champagne inside that 
cabana. What a waste! You should have seen that chick when 
they took her out of the pool. A real knockout in a string 
bikini.” 

Giving the forty-four year old pot-bellied officer a 
cold stare of disapproval, Kane then turned his attention to 
the cabana. Standing in the open doorway he said over his 
shoulder to the two men behind him, “I want the contents 
of this room tagged and bagged. The bottle, the glass on the 
counter, and the pillows on the couch. And Harrison, make 
sure you wear the surgical gloves. I don't want forensics to 


come up with your fingerprints on those items. Thornton, | 


want you to police the area around this patio and the cabana. 
Look for anything out of the ordinary.” 

“Sure, Chief,” Thornton eagerly replied as Harrison 
mumbled to himself while watching Kane walk back toward 
the mansion. “Pain in the ass. Why does he have to make 
this a big deal? The stupid girl just got drunk and drowned 
in the pool.” 

Reentering the mansion, Kane found Fred Worther still 
in the center hall in conversation with Leon Dekker and a 
woman with shoulder length, light brown hair. Approaching 
the three he noted that the woman dressed in gray slacks and 
a white blouse seemed to be his age and obviously physically 
fit. Tall, at roughly five-eleven, the muscle tone of her arms, 
shoulders and back was undeniable. Kane also noticed that 
she apparently downplayed her looks, wearing large glasses 
and no makeup. Still, his initial reaction to her was positive. 
Though the girl seemed to affect a plain almost masculine 
appearance, Kane found her attractive. 

Kane looked pointedly at the girl as Fred Worther 
introduced the two. 

“Chief, this is Jen Novak. She’s Mr. Bristow’s secretary.” 
Kane, now looking directly at the girl almost at eye level, 
noticed that the large glasses she wore magnified the deep 
blue eyes that complimented the light brown hair. “Ms. 
Novak, I know that this is a trying situation right now. 
However, ’m going to need your help with information 
about the party last night.” 

The girl seemed to duck her head in a self-conscious 
effort to avoid eye contact while replying, “Yes. What will 
you need?” 


TLEUSION 


“Well, first off, who discovered the body this morning?” 
Kane asked while noticing Leon Dekker becoming somewhat 
agitated off to this left. 

“Alice Brunel, the housekeeper we employ. She found 
poor Michelle around seven this morning when she came to 
work,” the girl still seeming to avoid eye contact answered. 

“Where is she now?” Kane asked. 

“She’s on the couch in the living room off to your right, 
Chief,” Worther interjected then added, “She’s pretty shook 
up over this.” 

“You took her statement?” 

“First thing, Chief,” Worther replied. 

“Okay.” Now, turning once again to Dekker and Jen 
Novak, Kane stated, “I’m going to need detailed statements 
from everyone who resides in this house with regard to the 
party last night and the events this morning. Officer Worther 
will conduct those.” 

Kane, while aware of the attraction he felt, asked, “As 
Mr. Bristow’s secretary, do you have a list of the attendees at 
the cocktail party last night?” 

Seeming to once again avoid eye contact the girl replied, 
“Well, yes. I do.” 

Leon Dekker, now visibly agitated, intervened. “I don't 
see why that is necessary, Chief Kane. The people who attended 
the affair here last night are partners and potential investors 
in a major business project that Mr. Bristow is conducting in 
this county. These people are all above reproach. I see no real 
need to bother them over this unfortunate accident.” 

“Well, what I’m requesting is standard procedure, Mr. 
Dekker,” Kane countered adding, “You have your job to do 
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and I have mine. I’m also going to need a statement from the 
girl’s uncle.” 

“Mr. Bristow can't talk right now. He’s prostrate with 
grief over this,” Dekker through clenched teeth replied. 

“Well, Pll need his statement by tomorrow,” Kane 
replied then turning toward Jen Novak added, “and I will 
need that list today.” 

“Yes, of course,” the girl replied as Kane, after checking 
Officer Worther’s notes, turned his attention to the 
housekeeper in the living room. Entering the large room, 
Kane found the thin, middle-aged woman seemingly 
burrowed into a corner of one of the two large couches that 
faced each other separated by a large ornate coffee table. 
Approaching the woman, who was dabbing her eyes with 
what appeared to be a kitchen towel, Kane sat facing her on 
the opposite couch and calmly stated, “Ms. Brunel, my name 
is Frank Kane. I’m the Chief of Police for the township. I 
know this has been a shocking experience for you but I need 
to ask you several questions about this morning.” 

Raising her face toward Kane as she continued to dab at 
her eyes, the woman, while sniffling, replied, “What do you 
need to know?” 

“Just some basic information,” Kane replied then 
continued on. “My understanding is that you came to work 
at seven this morning.” 

“Yes. I always start at seven,” the woman replied while 
attempting to stifle a prolonged sniffle again. 

“You told Officer Worther you immediately went out 


to the patio.” 
Yes. lididz 


“Was that normal procedure in your daily routine?” 


Kane asked. 

“No. I’m usually in the kitchen making coffee for Mr. 
Bristow and the others but with the party here last night 
I wanted to look at the patio. The rental company was 
scheduled to come today to pick up all the tables and chairs. 
I just wanted to make sure that there were no personal items 
left behind by the guests.” 

“T see,” Kane replied. “So, while you were performing 
that task you noticed the body in the pool down below.” 

Once again dabbing tears from her now reddened eyes 
the woman replied, “Yes. I reached the edge of the large patio 
and happened to look toward the pool down below and there 
she was just floating face down.” 

Hesitating, to let the woman compose herself, Kane 
asked, “Was Michelle in the habit of going for an early 
morning swim?” 

“Sometimes. Mostly in the afternoon though,” the 
woman replied. 

“How about late at night?” Kane pressed. 

“I wouldn't know about that. After I clean up from 
dinner I go home.” 

“And what time would that normally be?” 

“Usually around eight,” the woman replied. 

“Ms. Brunel,” Kane asked, “do the other people in 
residence use the pool on a regular basis?” 

“No, not at all. Just poor Michelle,” the woman replied. 
Then once again broke down, covering her face with the dish 
towel, as she mumbled something into the cloth. 


Kane leaning forward asked, “I’m sorry. What did you 
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say?” 

Raising her head in embarrassment, the woman with 
obvious regret on her tear stained face replied, “I didn't 
like her. She was spoiled and always in a bad mood, always 
snapping at me about anything at all. I don't think she 
wanted to be here. Several times I heard her arguing with 
Mr. Dekker in his office.” 

“Over what?” Kane asked. 

“T don't know. They were in another room with the door 
shut.” Then once again dabbing at cascading tears the thin 
woman said, “I really didn’t like her. But I wouldn't wish 
something like that on anyone. The poor girl was so young.” 

Just as Kane was mentally processing Alice Brunel’s 
statement, Jerry Thornton softly knocked on the open door 
to the room. Turning toward the young officer in annoyance 
Kane asked, “What?” 

“Chief,” Thornton stated somewhat self-consciously, “I 
think I found something behind that cabana.” 


Chapter 2 


Ten feet behind the pool cabana, at the edge of a wooded 
area that sloped down roughly thirty yards to a road that ran 
along the back of the estate, Kane, along with Thornton and 
Harrison stared at a brown wallet lying in the grass. Pulling 
a pair of surgical gloves from his pocket Kane slipped the 
gloves over both hands and knelt down for a closer look. 
With his right index finger he pressed on the brown leather 
noting the fact that a small amount of water oozed from the 
wallet onto the ground. 

“It hasn't rained for two days,” Kane remarked to himself 
as he looked back toward the cabana and the gleaming, now 
tranquil, pool beyond. Rising up to a standing position Kane 
turning to the two officers said, “Harrison, continue on with 
the evidence in the cabana,” then “Jerry, get the camera from 
my car and some yellow markers. They’re in the glove box. 
There’s also a large note pad in there. We're going to need a 
diagram of this area. And remind Fred to get that party list 
from the secretary.” 

“Sure, Chief,” Thornton replied as he turned and hurried 


up the slope toward the mansion. Crouching down again, 
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Kane, with a gloved index finger, flipped open the wallet 
which revealed a driver’s license encased in clear plastic. 
“Well, Mr. Felipe Sanchez,” Kane, noting the name on the 
card, said to himself, “the question is were you a guest? Were 
you working for the lawn care company? Or were you an 
intruder?” 

The following hour consisted of Kane, assisted by Jerry 
Thornton, taking pictures of the wallet still lying in the grass 
as well as the pool and cabana followed by creating a diagram 
of the entire area. Completing that task Kane placed the 
wallet in a plastic evidence bag then turned his attention to 
the wooded area and the paved road below. 

“Give the bag to Harrison then come with me. I want 
to look at that road down below,” Kane ordered Thornton. 

After traversing the densely wooded slope with both 
men having to periodically catch their balance, Kane walked 
along the paved road staring intently at the gravel and dirt 
along the edge. Then suddenly kneeling down, Kane turning 
to Thornton said, “Tire marks here. Possibly right front and 
rear. Jerry, kneel down close and photograph them, then 
scoop up some of the gravel and dirt a few feet further along 
and bag that.” 

As Thornton worked at that task, Kane proceeded to 
walk along the road intently looking at the asphalt. Twenty 
feet along he turned back to Thornton again. “I’ve got tire 
marks here. Someone peeled out in a hurry and left some 
rubber on the road. Photograph this, too.” 

The final task for Kane and the two officers was the 
placing of yellow crime scene tape around the entire pool 
area. 


As Kane” reentered the mansion, Fred Worther 
approached patting a large notebook and a manila envelope 
against his right thigh. “I got the statements and that list 
of the guests at the party, Chief. All but this Bristow guy. 
Dekker, the business manager, says Bristow’s still too shook 
up over this accident but will give his statement to us 
tomorrow. The info I did get is just basic stuff.” 

“Okay, Fred. Where’s the girl? The secretary?” Kane 
asked 

“Down the hall, then turn right, Chief. She has an office 
on the side of the building next to a home gym.” 

“You called the crime scene crew, Fred? I want that 
cabana dusted for prints.” 

“They're on the way, Chief,” Worther replied as Kane 
proceeded down the hallway toward Jen Novak’s office. 
Entering the room Kane took note of the fact that it was 
definitely set up for conducting business. A large desk with a 
laptop computer, two copy machines, a printer, file cabinets 
and three desk phones took up most of the space. But no 
girl. As Kane wondered where she was he heard a repetitious 
clank of metal on metal. Walking over to the door behind 
the desk, he partially but slowly opened it to reveal a 
spacious thirty by forty foot room, glass enclosed on three 
sides, and stocked with a vast assortment of gym equipment. 
Treadmills, weight machines, benches, free weights. Nothing 
seemed to be lacking. At the far end of the room facing a 
mirrored wall the girl lying on a bench clad in tight gym 
shorts and a sports bra was performing incline bench presses 
with a sixty pound dumbbell in each hand. ‘The girl, her 


hair now pulled back in a ponytail and her large glasses on 
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the floor to her right, breathed in and out softly with each 
repetition, maneuvering the weights easily. Unseen at this 
point, Kane stood silently watching her fully aware that he 
was very attracted to this woman. No stranger to the gym 
himself, he felt a commonality for her. And the thought 
that this was the type of woman he wanted unexpectedly 
crossed his mind. Suddenly, at the last repetition of the 
exercise, looking in the mirror on the wall, the girl noticed 
Kane standing silently at the doorway. Quickly she dropped 
both weights onto the floor and deftly turned around while 
reaching down for the glasses and replacing them on her 
face. Staring at each other in silence for a moment, the girl 
softly running a finger over her moist upper lip said, “I was 
stressed by everything that has happened today. I usually 


don't do a workout until late afternoon.” Stepping forward 


‘into the room Kane, struggling to not lose his focus on the 


job at hand, replied, “Yes, I know how it is. A good workout 
kills off the stress. Does it for me all the time.” 

“How often do you go to the gym?” 

“Six days a week. Different body parts. You know how it 
goes. I do take Sunday off,” Kane replied. 

“So do I,” the girl replied as she stood up from the bench 
and walked toward Kane who at this point, feeling awkward, 
shifted gears and led the conversation back to business. 

“Thank you for that list. We'll need that and, if possible, 
we will need that statement from Mr. Bristow tomorrow.” 
‘The girl, now close to Kane, sweat on her forehead and upper 
lip which Kane found maddeningly attractive, replied, “I'll 
press Leon to get Mr. Bristow in shape for it. I know it’s 
important.” 


TLEUSION 


Kane, overwhelmed by the closeness of himself to this 
striking woman, backed away while his brain screamed to 
stop acting like a fool. You’re conducting a possible murder 
investigation here, he thought. Turning quickly toward the 
door, Kane said, “There will be several men down at the pool 
area checking some things out for a while. Just standard 
procedure for a situation like this. If you would let the others 
know, I'd appreciate it.” 

As Kane left the gym, Leon Dekker entered the room. 
Looking over his shoulder at the tall Police Chief then at Jen 
Novak, Dekker waited a minute then with obvious intensity 
said, “What did he want?” 

“Just thanking me for the list,” Novak answered as she 
grabbed a towel and dabbed at her face and neck area. 

“This couldn't happen at a worse time. We don’t need 
this trouble. We have too much at stake here.” 

“Where is Roger hiding?” Novak asked. 

“He’s in his room trying to pull himself together,” 
Dekker answered. 

“Well, prep him for tomorrow. He’s going to have to 
shore things up with the investors.” 

“That stupid girl!” Dekker lamented as he paced around 
the gym. “We should never have brought her along. She was 
no use to us and now she goes and drowns herself in the 
damn pool. The last thing we need is negative press. It puts 
us and the whole project in a bad light.” 

Tossing the damp towel onto one of the weight machines 
Jen Novak with firm finality said, “We had no choice in that. 
Just get Roger calmed down and prepared for tomorrow. He 
used to be an actor. Put him in character.” With that blunt 
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statement the girl left the room. Dekker, staring long and 
hard at the girl’s back as she left, picked up a ten pound 
dumbbell and threw it halfway across the room. 


Chapter 3 


Frank Kane, back at his office in the Chamberton Police 
building, sat at his desk running his right index finger down 
a sheet of paper that contained the list of guests at Bristow’s 
cocktail party. Reaching the end of the names printed on 
the sheet he sat back and took a bite of the chicken club 
sandwich he had ordered for lunch while saying to himself, 
“Well, Mr. Felipe Sanchez, apparently you were not on the 
guest list.” 

Rising up from behind the desk, Kane walked to the 
office door and called out to Worther in the squad room. 
“Fred, do you have the names of the caterer and lawn 
maintenance people?” 

“Sure do, Chief,” Worther, looking up from his desk, 
replied. 

“Good. Contact both and find out if they have a Felipe 
Sanchez on their payroll. And, if it’s the caterer, | want to 
know if he worked that party last night.” 

“Will do, Chief,” Worther immediately replied. 

Walking back to his desk, Kane’s thoughts suddenly 
drifted to the girl, Jen Novak. During the course of his thirty- 
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one years he felt that he had intimately known his fair share 
of women. Several times he had been seriously involved in 
relationships. But the pattern was always the same. When 
the women started to get too serious, talking of marriage, 
Kane had distanced himself and eventually drifted away. 
His focus in life had always been about himself. His attitude 
had always been to enjoy the ladies to a point. But a serious 
lifetime commitment was never on his radar. And, until this 
morning at the Bristow mansion, he had never encountered 
a woman who had affected him from the first moment as 
had Jen Novak. Kane, sitting back at his desk taking bites of 
the sandwich, found himself daydreaming about the girl. A 
combination of random thoughts and scenarios flooded his 
mind for ten minutes until abruptly he sat forward, shook 
his head and thought to himself, get focused. You're in the 
middle of a possible murder investigation here. You don’t 
even know her. Hell, she might be married. Kane’s internal 
debate came to an end with the knock on his office door. 

“Chief,” Fred Worther stated as he entered the room. “I 
talked to Tappenzer Caterers and Sheetz’s Lawn Service. No 
Felipé Sanchez at either one.” 

“How about the map?” 

“You were right, Chief,” Worther replied. “A place called 
Louden Farm. It’s a horse farm. Horses boarded, lessons, the 
usual stuff.” 

Processing this information for a moment Kane then 
ordered, “Get me the number of the Bristow Group.” 

Five minutes later Jen Novak answered the phone, 
“Bristow Group, Jen Novak speaking.” 


Kane, shrugging off a tinge of excitement at hearing the 


girl’s voice, stated, “Jen Novak. This is Chief Kane. Sorry to 
bother you but I need some more information with regard 
to Michelle.” 

“Oh,” somewhat hesitantly came a reply, followed by, 
“What do you need?” 

“Do you know if Michelle was seeing anyone? Dating, 
or involved in some way?” 

“No. She wasn’t seeing anyone,” Novak quickly replied. 

“How about activities? Did she own a horse or take 
riding lessons anywhere?” 

“Well, yes. Michelle rode and competed extensively out 
in California when we were located there. When we moved 
here she arranged to ride some horses at a local farm.” 

“And that would be where?” Kane quickly asked. 

“Louden Farm,” Novak replied, and then hurriedly 
asked, “Does this mean anything, Frank?” 

Taken aback momentarily by the girl calling him by his 
first name and that sudden implication of intimacy, Kane, 
feeling somewhat self-conscious, quickly replied, “No. Just 
routine information we forgot to get this morning.” 

Disconnecting the call Kane sat immobile for a minute 
then walked out to the squad room. Gesturing to Fred 
Worther he said, “Come on, Fred. We're going to pay a visit 
to that farm. Time to bring in Mr. Felipé Sanchez for a little 
talk.” 

“Person of interest?” Worther asked as he got up and 
followed Kane out the door. 

“Looks that way right now,” Kane replied. 

Louden Farm was situated forty minutes from 


downtown Chamberton in the southwest portion of the 
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county. The property consisted of sixty acres of cleared, 
picturesque land which contained a large colonial house at 
the end of a fifty yard driveway from Northup Road. Located 
thirty yards beyond the house was a large structure which 
comprised a thirty stall barn with an indoor ring beyond 
that. The remainder of the land consisted of freshly mowed, 
fenced in fields and two outdoor riding rings. 

Bypassing the house, the police cruiser continued along 
the driveway to a small parking lot. As Kane and Worther 
got out of the vehicle, Worther, noting the adjacent cars in 
the lot, commented to Kane. “Lot of high priced wheels 
here. [wo BMW’s, a Mercedes and a Corvette.” 

Walking toward the barn, Kane quipped, “Horses aren't 
cheap either, Fred.” 

As the two approached the entrance a large black and 
white dog barreled out of the barn and proceeded to bark as 
he circled around the officers in what seemed to be a playful 
manner. 

“What’s your name, big guy?” Kane asked as the two 
men came to a halt. 

“His name is Rather,” a deep voice answered from just 
inside the building as a stout, middle-aged woman clad in 
riding britches, boots and a white polo shirt walked out into 
the afternoon light. 

“Rather?” Kane questioned. 

“Yes. When I bought him he was just a pup. I was in the 
market for a good aggressive watch dog for my farm. As it 
turned out he’s a good barker but not aggressive at all. So, I’d 
rather have gotten something better. But now I’m stuck with 


him.” With that statement, the: woman apparently enjoying 


her own joke émitted a single, “Hah!” Then asked, “Well, 
officer, my name is Kate Louden. What can I do for you2” 

Kane, getting down to business, asked, “Ms. Louden, do 
you have a Felipé Sanchez in residence here?” 

“Yes, I do. He works for me as a riding instructor. I 
found him down in Wellington, Florida about six months 
ago when I was there for the winter circuit. What do you 
want with him?” 

“Does he live on the property?” Kane asked. 

“Sure does. He has an apartment over the barn,” the 
woman, gesturing toward the building, replied then pointedly 
asked, “Once again. What do you want with him?” 

“It’s a police matter. We think Mr. Sanchez might have 
some information or might have seen something out of the 
ordinary.” 

“Like what?” the woman leaning toward Kane probed. 

“As I stated, it’s a police matter, ma’am,” Kane replied. 

Reluctantly, the woman pointed up to a slope to her 
right. “He’s up in the ring giving a lesson to one of my 
prime clients right now. I would appreciate it if you would 
wait about fifteen minutes until he’s finished.” Nodding in 
agreement Kane then asked, “Does he have a vehicle on the 
property?” 

“Sure. It’s parked in back of the barn,” the woman 
answered then said, “He'll be down in about fifteen minutes. 
I have a business to run here. I'll be in the barn getting two 
horses tacked up for lessons.” Turning around, Kate Louden 
stalked into the darkness of the barn in obvious irritation at 
the two men who were complicating her day. 


Gesturing to Fred Worther to follow, Kane walked 
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around to the other side of the barn. The vehicle, a five year 
old Toyota sedan with the window rolled down, sat gleaming 
in the afternoon sunlight. 

Kane walked around the vehicle, then using just his 
forearms leaned in the driver side window and craning his 
neck looked at the driver’s side floor. 

“Fred, go get the camera and take some close up pictures 
of the tires. Real close of the tire tread. We might have to 
impound this vehicle and turn it over to forensics.” 

“Sure thing, Chief,” Worther replied as he turned and 
walked away. 

As Kane walked back toward the front of the barn, 
gazing up toward the riding ring at the small cloud of dust 
emanating from the final minutes of the ongoing lesson, his 
cell phone rang. 

“Chief Kane,” he answered. 

“Kane. This is Dr. Rankin. I have a preliminary report 
on the girl,” a soft voice stated. 

“What do you have, Doctor?” 

“I must stress to you this is only preliminary findings. I'll 
need another twenty four hours for extensive conclusions.” 

“T understand, Doctor,” Kane replied. 

“Well, the girl definitely drowned.” _ 

“Any bruises or marks of a struggle?” Kane emphatically 
questioned. 

“None whatsoever. However, my preliminary, early 
stage, analysis is that she was drugged.” 

“What do you mean, Doctor? Drunk, stoned or what?” 
Kane, feeling his blood race, asked. 

“She possibly ingested a drug to induce delirium 


followed by an unconscious state. That could have been how 
she fell into the pool and drowned.” 

“Do you mean like a date rape drug?” Kane asked. 

“Possibly. Pll know more after the lab results,” Rankin 
replied. 

“Thanks, Doc,” Kane stated as he slowly disconnected 
his cell phone while staring intently at the two figures 


walking from the ring leading a large, brown horse. 
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Chapter 4 


By mid-afternoon, after the county forensic team had 
departed, the three members of the Bristow group convened 
in the study of the rented mansion. Leon Dekker nervously 
pacing the room in front of the large desk where Roger 
Bristow sat said, “Roman and Kronemuller insisted on 
coming over to offer their condolences and support. They’ll 
be here in an hour. There was no way I could put them off.” 

The seventy year old man meticulously groomed and 
clothed sitting behind the desk leaned forward in confusion 
stating, “Leon, it’s too early for an audience with these people 
and this whole situation is off script. What am I supposed to 
say to them? What are my lines? I need more time to prepare 
for this.” . 

Dekker wheeling around toward the elderly man hissed, 
“For God’s sake, Roger. You were an actor and a screen writer. 
Draw on something from one of your movies. Improvise!” 
Then, thinking aloud, stated, “We never should have brought 
that girl east with us. We should have cut our ties after we 
were done with the business in California. Now, at the worst 


possible time, she goes and gets drunk and drowns in the 


pool. How are we supposed to move forward with the project 
if we're under a spotlight? Maybe we should just scrap the 
whole deal and move on.” 

“No!” Jen Novak vehemently stated while rising quickly 
from the chair at the side of Bristow’s desk. Stepping 
forward toward Dekker almost in a confrontational manner 
she continued, “We couldn't just let her go. She was too 
involved in the California business. Now what has happened 
is irreversible but we’ll just have to deal with it.” Then turning 
swiftly toward Bristow, who recoiled slowly as the girl leaned 
on his desk, she said, “You're going to have to deal with 
Roman and Kronemuller. First off, you look too calm. Get 
in character. Show grief. You just lost your niece. Also, don’t 
look so neat. You need to be more in disarray. Grief, Roger! 
When youre devastated you don’t care how you look. Think 
about it. And Leon’s right. Draw on a scene from some movie 
you saw or were in. You're devastated but you have to appear 
to be fighting through that to assure them that you intend to 
follow through with the project. Take your emotions in one 
direction but forcefully come back the other way. You have to 
play it for all it’s worth. They are the two leaders. If we lose 
their confidence the other investors will fall away.” 

Turning now toward Dekker, Jen Novak vehemently 
said, “We're not pulling up stakes here. We've already spent a 
lot of money and we only have so much capital left to work 
with.” Gesturing toward Bristow as she started toward the 
door, she added, “Muss up Roger’s hair a little and rumple 
his clothes. We've got about forty minutes left. We have to 


make this work.” 
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The silver SUV pulled into the driveway of the four 
bedroom colonial situated at the far end of a cul-de-sac in 
the borough of Brightwater. Stepping out of the vehicle the 
slim woman with shoulder length black hair clad in business 
attire with the exception of white gym sneakers removed 
her black jacket. Tossing that back into the car Dana Miller 
walked up to the front door and rang the bell. At the second 
ring the door was opened by a ten year old boy with a mop of 
reddish brown hair holding an iPad in one hand as he swung 
the door aside for Dana to enter. 

“Hey, Mike. How did hockey practice go today?” 

“Fine. Scored a couple of goals. Hate the sprints though. 
How was the gym for you today?” 

“Treadmill, crunches, shoulders and chest. Gotta do it,” 
Dana replied, at which point the two high fived each other 
in the hallway. 

“Is your mom in the kitchen?” 

“Yeah. Chicken parm tonight,” the boy answered and 
with his face still glued to the iPad screen walked back 
toward the family room. Over the past eighteen months, 
as a byproduct of her involvement with Nick Quinn and 
subsequently her employment as an assistant district 
attorney serving with Quinn’s cousin, Mike Callaghan, 
Dana, surprisingly, had become close friends with Mike’s 
wife, Susan. The two women enjoyed each other’s company 
and at times commiserated with each other over the fact that 
they both had to deal with these two sometimes difficult 
men from the same family. “They are a deficient gene pool,” 
Susan had lamented. 


“Hey, girlfriend. I hear chicken parm is on the menu 


tonight,” Dana said as she entered the kitchen. 

‘The petite, blond haired Susan Callaghan, sprinkling 
parmesan cheese over a tray of chicken cutlets while laughing 
to herself, replied, “I’m half Italian, half Irish. Sometimes 
that multi-cultural thing gives me the spins. But I can drink 
beer and I can cook a mean Italian dinner. So it all works out 
I guess.” 

“PI vouch for that. Should I throw together a salad?” 
Dana offered. 

“Go for it,” Susan, sliding the tray of chicken into the 
oven, replied. 

Over the course of the past year, the Monday night dinner 
had become part of Dana’s weekly routine. Mike Callaghan 
was steadfastly in the habit of working late Monday nights 
reviewing trial briefs and rarely got home before nine thirty. 
While Callaghan was at the office reviewing the work his 
assistant district attorneys were doing, Dana was enjoying 
the company of her new found best friend as well as Mike, 
Jr. and his sister, Liz, and partaking in a family atmosphere. 

Dana had grown up in a small town in southwest 
Virginia. The youngest of three siblings she initially had 
been doted upon. ‘Then, as she grew into her teens, she was 
celebrated as the family’s overachiever in academics and as an 
athlete. By the time she went off to college in Pennsylvania 
she left home and family without looking back. The small 
town atmosphere couldn't contain the ambitious girl who 
couldn't wait to go out and conquer the world. Other than 
the weekly phone call to her mother, the visits to Virginia 
were few and far between. Now, after pursuing a career in 
the legal profession at full throttle for the past eleven years, 
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Dana was beginning to have fleeting second thoughts about 
the concept of home and family. Her somewhat accidental 
good fortune to become close to the Callaghan family had 
provided her with something that had been missing from 
her life. And then there was Nick. 

As Dana stood at the kitchen’s center counter tossing 
the salad, Susan asked, “So, how was your weekend at 
your country house?” Susan, while knowing that Dana 
owned a condo in the northwest section of Chamberton, 
was also aware that for the past eighteen months Dana’s 
weekends were spent at Walker’s Way, the farm southeast of 
Chamberton in the lush horse country area. 

“Oh, the usual,” Dana replied. 

“Like what? 

“Well, on Saturday mornings I go to the gym, then back 
to the farm. By midafternoon Nick’s done with the horses. 
‘Then, after feeding them and turning them out to the fields, 
we either go out for dinner or order take out. At night it’s 
either a ball game or a movie on TV.” 

“Sounds dull. Like an old married couple,” Susan 
impulsively offered. Then noticing that Dana had lowered 
her head toward the counter said, “Oops! Guess I screwed up 
and struck a nerve with that comment. Sorry!” 

Dana shrugging with a thin smile said, “It’s okay. I don’t 
know. Lately Pve just had things on my mind.” 

“Like what?” Susan asked then staring at Dana blurted 
out, “Oh hell. You're in love with Nick, aren't you? This is 
bad.” 

Shrugging again, Dana, admitting as much to herself as 
to Susan, stated, “Yeah, but it’s not easy.” 


“Trust me 6n this. Listen, I don’t want to rehash the past 
and get you too upset. But you know I was involved with 
Nick for six years all through high school and two years after 
that. Believe me, I tried to change him and failed miserably. 
He was dead set on becoming a cop. I wanted him to be 
something else. Anything! I couldn't deal with that whole 
scenario. Well, I failed. He became a cop and a damn good 
one until he got hurt. And I married Mike who's from the 
same family and a pain in the ass, too. But at least he doesn’t 
get shot at.” 

“But, Sue,” Dana explained, “that’s it. I think Nick 
should go back to investigative work. When he’s involved 
in a case he’s totally on. Super charged! It’s like sparks are 
flying. But all he seems to want now is to just manage the 
barn and play with those old horses. Mike offered him that 
job as a special investigator for the county and Nick turned 
him down.” 

“You mean you love Nick. But you also think he’s 
boring?” Susan asked then blurted out, “Christ! It isn't a 
problem with sex, is it?” 

Dana, emitting a spontaneous laugh, replied, “No. No 
problem there. I just feel that he should be doing something 
more meaningful.” 

“Look, Dana. Not that I’m taking his side over you. We 
have to stick together on this deal. The guys in this family 
are tough. But you have to remember Nick went through a 
horrific experience and it changed him a lot. Now he just 
wants a peaceful life. The only reason he got involved in that 
Murdoch case was because he realized his Uncle Charlie was 


in danger and then the same situation with you. Look, Mike's 
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a big mouth and definitely, at times, a jerk. But sometimes if 
you love the guy you have to accept them the way they are.” 

Shrugging her shoulders Dana said, “Well, thanks for 
listening. That’s one problem.” 

“There’s more?” Susan asked as she opened the oven to 
check on dinner. 

“Yeah, work,” Dana replied. 

“What about work?” 

“Well, I’m busy enough. But the cases I get to prosecute 
are the low level ones. Burglary, car theft, minor assault and 
battery. Alex always gets anything substantial.” 

Wrinkling her nose at the mention of Alex Tate’s name, 
Susan replied, “Well, he is the first assistant district attorney. 
It goes by seniority and, of course, he is connected politically.” 

“He is?” Dana, in surprise, asked. 

“Sure. His father was a state senator for years. The truth 
is, and keep this quiet, Mike can’t stand Alex. He refers to 
him as the little creep. But because of his political connections 
he’s stuck with him.” 


TLEUOSION 


Chapter 5 


Late Monday night after four hours of a roundabout 
interview with Felipe Sanchez, questioning and then asking 
the same questions from a different angle with no tangible 
results, Frank Kane stepped out of the conference room for 
arpteak 

“Any luck with him yet, Chief?” Fred Worther inquired. 

Ruefully shaking his head in disgust, Kane replied, 
“No. Mostly he just talks in circles. I ask him if he was on 
the Bristow property and he just replies that he’s welcome 
anywhere. I ask him if he knew Michelle Norris. He says she 
was one of his riding students. I ask him if he was involved 
in a relationship with her. He answers that women gravitate 
to him because he’s Felipé Sanchez. Then he just smiles. He’s 
either a major head case or one very slick character. We're 
going to hold him over. Put him in a holding cell for the 
night. We're good until five o'clock tomorrow night on that. 
By then, hopefully, we'll know more from Dr. Rankin. You 
had that car brought in for forensic analysis?” 

“Tt’s in the garage now, Chief.” 

“Good. Make that a priority. We need everything we can 
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get to tie this guy to the scene. If we come up with enough 
evidence we can break him.” 

“By the way, Chief, that girl has been in the lobby for 
four hours now.” 

“What girl?” Kane inquired. 

“The young girl from the farm. The kid with the blonde 
hair who Sanchez was teaching when we brought him in.” 

Walking out to the front desk and the lobby area Kane 
encountered the slim, young girl still in riding britches with 
her reddish blonde hair still tightly pulled back in a bun. The 
girl, obviously tired at this point, but seemingly tense from 
the ongoing events of the evening sat hunched over with her 
arms resting on her legs and her hands clasped together. 

Approaching the girl Kane introduced himself. “Hello. 
I’m Frank Kane, the Chief of Police here in Chamberton. 
And you are?” 

“Cassie. Cassandra Roman,” the girl, suddenly looking 
up, replied. Kane, realizing that the girl couldn't have been 
more than eighteen, asked, “It’s getting late. Shouldn't you 
be home by now? Your parents will be worried about you.” 

“T called my father and told him I was visiting a friend 
and would be home later.” Then hurriedly asked, “What do 
you want with Felipe?” 

Kane, arching an eyebrow at the nee of the girl’s 
questions, answered, “We're conducting an interview with 
him. These procedures take time.” 

“Well, then Pll have to wait here,” the girl steadfastly 
replied. 

At that point, Kane mentally connecting the dots with 
regard to the girl’s name asked, “Are you related to Dan 


? 


Roman?” 

“Yes. He’s my father,” the girl replied while seeming to 
thrust her jaw in defiance at him. 

Kane, after considering the fact that he had the young 
daughter of one of the wealthiest men in the county 
attempting to involve herself in a homicide investigation at 
ten thirty on a Monday night, said, “Well, it’s very considerate 
of you to want to help your riding instructor, but...” 

Cutting the Police Chief off, Cassandra Roman 
emphatically stated, “He’s not just my riding instructor. He’s 
my lover.” 

Taken aback by the blatant statement Kane’s only reply 
was, “I see.” Then turning away he added, “Sit tight. ll get 
back to you.” 

Walking from the lobby through the squad room to 
his office, Kane crooked an index finger at Fred Worther 
to follow him. Once in the office Kane instructed Worther, 
“Get me the number for Dan Roman. His home number or 
cell. I need to talk to him now!” 

At the count of thirty sit-ups the girl on the incline 
bench removed the twenty-five pound steel plate from her 
chest and slid it down onto the floor. Then she uncoupled her 
feet from the bar that provided her inverted torso stability 
during the exercises. Swinging to her right she came to a 
sitting position, feet now on the floor and head upright 
while noticing Leon Dekker standing just inside the door 
to the gym. 

“You must be really stressed. Two workouts in one 


day. Or have you decided to train for a competition?” he 
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sarcastically asked. 

“You know I don’t do that anymore,” Jen Novak replied. 
Then asked, “Is Roger tucked in for the night?” 

“Yes. He went to his room for the night. He’s very 
pleased with himself for the way he handled Roman and 
Kronemuller.” 

“We'll see,” Novak commented as she toweled off her 
face and neck. 

“Why don't you come to bed, too?” 

“You'd like that. But I’m not in the mood. There are too 
many things to think about right now,” Novak in a dismissive 
tone declared. 

“So, we're going to follow through with the plan?” 
Dekker probed. 

“We have to. You're not the only person watching the 
numbers, Leon. We’re down to two hundred and twelve 
thousand in our account. This place alone is setting us back 
fifteen thousand a month. And we can't draw out any of 
the seventeen point two million from the joint account. It 
would alert the investors that we have a cash flow problem. 
We have to hold out at least two more months until we 
have everything in place and everyone has signed on and 
deposited their funds. If we cut and run now the whole deal 
blows up and we'll be ruined.” 

“What about the girl?” Dekker asked as he walked 
toward Novak. 

“What about her?” Novak countered. “She got drunk 
and drowned. So what? Now she’s out of the way. And if 
Roger really did control the situation with Roman and 
Kronemuller this whole thing will blow over. Then we'll be 


able to finalize our plan.” 

“You mean your plan,” Dekker now face to face with the 
girl stated. 

“That’s right. My plan. Just like the one in California,” 
Novak replied. 

Placing his right hand on the girl’s shoulder Dekker 
said, “So, stop obsessing over everything and come to bed.” 
Swiftly clasping her hand on Dekker’s shoulder close to his 
neck, the girl in a deep voice, more masculine in tone and 
menacing in nature, squeezed his neck while saying, “I only 
do that when it’s my idea and I’m in control. I’m going to my 
own room now. Don't bother me. I’m no fun to be around 
when | don’t get my way, Leon.” 

In acute pain from the strength of the vice like grip on 
his neck Dekker lurched away from the girl who then walked 
past him and left the gym. 

The six-foot-one, barrel-chested gray haired man in a 
tan sport coat came quickly through the door into the police 
station lobby. Looking quickly to his left and seeing the girl 
he rushed over to her and voice raised in urgency asked, “I 
got a call that you were here. What the hell’s going on?” 

Looking up at the fifty-two year old man, Cassie 
Roman in annoyance stated, “I’m here with a friend, Daddy. 
The police brought him here for questioning.” 

Now louder and with obvious irritation the man waving 
his right arm lectured the girl. “No daughter of mine is going 
to be hanging out at the police station all night because 
somebody they happen to know got picked up.” 


Turning now toward the desk where Jerry Thornton was 
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on duty, Dan Roman asked, “Where’s the guy in charge? The 
one that called me awhile ago.” 

Thornton, picking up the phone and pressing a button, 
said, “Chief, the girl’s father is here and wants to see you.” 

A moment later Kane walked out to the lobby. “Mister 
Roman, I’m Chief Kane. Would you come into my office, 
please?” 

As the two men entered the room Kane shut the door 
just as Roman wheeled back in his direction and loudly 
demanded, “So, what is this all about?” 

Kane, walking around to his desk, took the measure of 
Dan Roman and quickly surmised that the man, no doubt 
due to his position in life, was used to getting his way on 
anything he encountered. With that in mind, Kane decided 
to stick to business conversationally. For the moment, he 
saw no purpose in bringing up his conversation with the girl 
earlier in the lobby. 

“Mr. Roman, late this afternoon we brought in a man 
for questioning with regard to a police matter. Your daughter 
was present when we brought him in and followed along. She 
informed me that she intended to stay here while her friend 
was in custody. This person will be here at least for the next 
twenty-four hours. I called you to come get your daughter. 
‘The matter does not concern her and it’s not appropriate for 
her to be here. 1 would hope that you would agree. 

“Damn right I do,” Roman said while once again waving 
his beefy right hand in the air, and then asked, “Who is this 
person in custody?” 

“He’s your daughter’s riding instructor,” Kane replied. 

“Riding instructor? Wait -a minute. Not the woman 
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from the farm?” 

“No, sir. A young man who works there,” Kane replied. 

“What do you want him for?” 

“It’s a police matter, Mr. Roman,” Kane, not wanting to 
go into details, answered. 

“What did he do, steal something?” Roman persisted. 

“No, sir,” Kane replied.“The matter concerns an accident. 
The person in custody might have some information on the 
matter.” 

“Wait a minute,” Roman blurted. “Is this the drowning? 
The Bristow drowning?” 

“As I said, Mr. Roman, this is a police matter. At the 
moment I can't give you any other information.” 

Drawing a deep breath, the big man looked hard at 
Frank Kane for a moment now taking his measure of the 
Police Chief. Then slowly said, “Okay. I get it. You have your 
job to do. I respect that. ’'ve been a working man all my 
life. Came up from nothing. Made by own way. But you 
should know I’m a major partner with Roger Bristow in 
an important project we have underway in the county. I’m 
talking about a financial boon to the local economy and a lot 
of job creation. Okay, Kane. You do your job and if there was 
foul play in the death of Roger’s niece I expect you to catch 
the bastard.” Pausing for a moment in his lecture, Roman 
then in a more conciliatory tone stated, “Look. I appreciate 
you calling me about my daughter. I’ll get her home now.” 

Turning around, Roman left Kane’s office. As Kane 
followed after the man, Roman grabbing the uncooperative 
girl by the arm, said, “You're coming home with me now, little 


girl. Pl send someone over for the Corvette tomorrow.” As 


so 
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the two walked out the door, Kane looking at Jerry Thornton's 
raised eyebrows, shook his own head in resignation. 

Dr. John Dorney stepped out of the stall carrying a five- 
foot length of wet rubber hose. “Okay. That should do it. 
A good tubing and some sedatives should calm him down. 
Always works for colic.” 

Nick Quinn, closing the stall’s gate behind the departing 
vet, looked at the brown horse now calmly standing in the 
stall and said, “Fred, you are a total wimp.” 

Dorney, speaking over his shoulder as he put his 
equipment away in his pickup truck, said, “That poultice for 
the hoof infection should show some results in a couple of 
days. He sure doesn't deal with pain too well. How did you 
get him up off the ground when he colicked?” 

Quinn, walking out to the truck, said, “I know him. I 
know he’s a wimp. When I saw him lying down I jumped 
into his stall and poked him in the eye.” 

“You did what?” 

“Poked him in the eye with my knuckle. It’s an old 
cowboy trick I learned from an old horseman I was talking 
to last time we took horses down to Florida about eight years 
ago. It startles them. Then they get up.” 

“Well, I never heard of that one,” Dorney laughed 
then seriously commented, “You know, Nick. You're at the 
point now where I’m making a lot of money off you every 
month. You've gotten to the point where youre running an 
equestrian geriatric center here.” 

“It’s not my money, Doc,” Quinn replied. 

“But you're the one signing the checks.” 
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“Well, I’m the manager. Power of attorney, you know,’ 
Quinn dismissively commented. 

Looking briefly up toward the big house Dr. Dorney 
said, “Yeah. I get it. Okay, Nick. Give me a call if anything 
else comes up.” 

As the vet’s truck pulled out of the driveway onto St. 
John’s Road, Nick Quinn, walking back into the darkened 
center aisle of the barn, thought to himself, yeah. Well, I love 
this place. But they are getting old. After checking on the 
other horses quietly shuffling about in their stalls, Quinn 
turned toward the entrance stopping suddenly at the sight 
of the man silhouetted in the moonlight. 

“Patron, I need your help.” 
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Chapter 6 


By eleven the following morning Frank Kane once again 
entered the interrogation room nodding to Officer Thornton 
who stood off to the side against a wall as he sat down at 
the table opposite Felipé Sanchez. Opening the folder he 
had placed on the table Kane asked, “Did you sleep well last 
night, Felipe?” 

Sanchez, in a nonchalant manner, merely shrugged 
his shoulders in reply. Initially marveling at the young 
man’s composure which to Kane’s reasoning boarded on 
indifference, the Police Chief momentarily looked at the 
folder’s first page then got down to business. 

“Okay, Felipé. ’ve got good news and bad news. First 
off, we ran you through the system. You've lived in Florida for 
three years. No record. No priors at all. You apparently have a 
green card work permit. A model citizen for someone who's 
really not one. Now for the bad news. Our forensics team 
so far has your fingerprints all over that cabana including 
the champagne bottle and a glass that was found on the 
kitchenette counter. So we know you were there. What do 
you have to say to that?” 


Calmly shrugging once again Felipé answered, “As 
I told you, I am welcome everywhere. I have been to that 
cabana several times.” 

“Why? And why that night?” Kane persisted. 

Emitting a smile of self-confidence the young man 
stated, “And, as I already told you, women gravitate to me 
because of who I am.” 

Kane now shifting in his chair in frustration asked, 
“And exactly who is that?” 

Once again, smiling to himself, Felipé explained, “I am 
the man who gives them pleasure.” 

Kane beginning to feel that he was in the middle of some 
sort of dysfunctional chess game with this maddeningly calm 
young man continued, “So, you have been to that property 
and in particular that cabana on other occasions?” 

“Yes,” Felipé calmly answered. 

“With Michelle?” Kane emphasized. 

“Yes.” 

“And you admit that you were at the cabana during the 
early hours of yesterday morning?” 

“No,” Felipé replied. 

“What do you mean, no?” Kane leaning forward asked. 

“No. I was not with her at the cabana.” 

“Were you supposed to be with her at that time?” 

“Yes,” Felipé answered with a bored look on his face. 

“But she wasn’t there?” Kane suggested. 

“Not in the cabana,” the young man answered. 

“Then where was she?” 

Before Felipé could answer the question there was a 
knock on the door and Fred Worther entered saying, “Chief. 
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Mr. Sanchez’s lawyer has arrived and wants to consult with 
his client immediately.” 

Briefly rolling his eyes at that news Kane got up from 
the chair and stepped out into the hallway only to encounter 
the short, stocky, gray haired Charlie Shields. 

“Mr. Shields?” Kane asked in surprise. “You're Sanchez’s 
legal counsel?” 

“Sure, Kane. 1 might be on radio talk shows a lot now, 
but I still practice law.” 

“Who contacted you?” Kane inquired. 

Passing by Kane to enter the interrogation room Shields 
answered, “My nephew, Nick, called me. My client’s family 
contacted him. Oh! By the way, my client has nothing more 
to say on this matter.” 

Now walking down the corridor to his office, Kane, in 
frustration, turned to Fred Worther. “Well, that’s all we’re 
going to get from him. He’s lawyered up now. Do we have 
anything on the car from forensics?” 

“Not yet, Chief. They’re still working on that,” Worther 
replied. 

“They need to pay special attention to the skid marks on 
the road,” Kane quickly stated. 

» they te.onatGhiet.: 

“Okay. Anything from the Medical Smart Kane 
asked. 

“Not yet.” 

“Okay. You've got the warrant to search his apartment?” 

“Got it, Chief.” 

“Good. Get out there now. Go through the place 
thoroughly. Anything out of the ordinary call me immediately, 


particularly drugs. Take Thornton with you. We've got five 
hours to charge this guy. If we can’t come up with something 
concrete he walks.” 

“On it, Chief,” Worther replied and hurried away. 

Entering his office Kane’s thoughts turned to the fact 
that Charlie Shields had shown up to represent Sanchez. As 
far as Kane knew Sanchez had no immediate family and no 
financial means to engage high profile legal representation. 
Then, reflecting on what he knew about Shield’s history 
of extensive pro bono work, Kane rationalized that turn 
of events. What he couldn’t rationalize was Nick Quinn’s 
involvement in the matter. 

Well acquainted with Quinn’s record as a crime solver, 
Kane looked up to the retired detective and sought to emulate 
him. But Quinn’s involvement in this case made no sense on 
any level to the young Police Chief. 

Two hours later, Quinn, in the center aisle of the barn, 
was vigorously running a curry comb in a circular motion on 
the back of Beau, one of the bay colored Warmbloods. ‘The 
sound of a cough momentarily distracted him from the task 
and walking toward the row of stalls to his left he said, “All 
right, who coughed?” The horses occupying the four stalls 
declined to answer. Waiting for a moment to verify with no 
success which animal was having an issue by way of a second 
cough, Quinn shrugging to himself walked back to the bay 
horse waiting patiently in the cross ties. As he placed his left 
hand on the horse’s back and with his right hand began the 


circular motion with the comb again, his cell phone rang. 


“Quinn.” 
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“Hey, Nick. It’s Charlie.” 

“What’s up, Charlie?” Quinn inquired. 

“Nick, I’m at the police station. Been here for over two 
hours now. I’m officially representing this guy. But boy is he 
a piece of work.” 

“What do you mean, Charlie?” Quinn, while continuing 
to work on the horse, asked. 

“Well, the cops couldn’ really get anything out of him. 
But neither can I. And I’m his lawyer. How can I do my job 
if he won't even talk to me?” 

Quinn stepping away from the horse asked, “What do 
you mean? Is he a nut case?” 

“T don’t know what he is, Nick. He’s a kid. But he acts 
like he’s, I don't know, like a guy in an old movie. It’s hard 
to explain. It’s like he thinks he’s something special and this 
whole business is some sort of mild nuisance he’s dealing 
with. Listen, I need you to come down here and check this 
guy out. I’m stumped.” 

“Charlie, I’m not his lawyer. You are.” 

“Hell, you called me to represent this character,” Shields 
countered. | 

“Somebody I owed a favor to called me, Charlie. That’s 
all,” Nick explained. 

“Look, Nick. If you want me to represent this kid you're 
going to have to come down here and check him out otherwise 
I’m wasting my time. Wait ‘til you see his act. Maybe you can 
figure him out. Right now I'm getting nowhere with this.” 

Quinn with his shoulders drooping replied, “All right. 


[ll be there in about an hour.” 


* OK kK 


At two that afternoon the phone calls came to Frank 
Kane in rapid succession like a row of dominoes gently 
nudged. Then, one by one, proceeded to tumble over. 

The first call Kane received was verification from the 
county forensics department that Felipé Sanchez’s vehicle 
was indeed parked on the road behind the Bristow residence 
and that the skid marks on the road matched up with the 
vehicle’s tires. Kane’s initial theory had been correct. Sanchez 
had left the scene in a hurry. The second call was from Fred 
Worther reporting that the search of Sanchez’s apartment, 
while not successful regarding drugs or drug paraphernalia, 
had relinquished still wet clothing that had been found in 
a hamper and a pair of wet shoes. Kane with this discovery 
ordered Worther to bag the items and transport them to 
forensics for analysis for any evidence of chlorine from 
the Bristow’s pool. The final call was from Dr. Rankin, the 
County Medical Examiner. 

“What do you have, Dr. Rankin?” Kane eagerly asked. 

“Well, my initial analysis was correct,” Rankin affirmed 
then continued on. “The toxicology report from the lab 
verifies that the girl was definitely drugged. As I stated to 
you yesterday, the cause of death was drowning in the pool, 
however, that was precipitated by delirium and as a result of 
that disorientation.” 

“What type of drug, Doctor?” 

“The drug found was ketamine.” 

“What’s that?” Kane, now sitting at attention at his 
desk, asked. 

“Ketamine is used primarily by veterinarians to sedate 


animals before surgery. It is used on both large and small 
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animals.” 

“Ts it used on horses?” Kane now in excitement asked. 

“Yes. However, it has also found its way to being used as 
a recreational or at times a date rape drug,” Rankin explained. 

“How is it administered?” 

“Well, for surgical use, by injection. But for a date 
rape drug scenario it can be ingested orally. Say, in a drink. 
Ketamine is tasteless and odorless. The victim ingesting 
it wouldn't know anything was out of sorts until the 
symptoms became apparent. And by then delirium would 
set in rendering the victim incapable of really processing the 
fact that they were in trouble,” Rankin stated then added, 
“The victim in this situation did not ingest an exorbitant 
amount, which leads me to believe that the ketamine that 
was ingested was done at a rapid rate. The end result was the 
same. I'll forward my report to you by the end of the day.” 

“Thanks, Doc,” Kane replied. Then disconnecting the 
call sat back from his desk pondering the facts that were 
coming to light, as well as the scenario of what he perceived 
happened in the middle of the night at the Bristow residence. 
After fifteen minutes of reflection, going over the evidence 
he had at hand several times, Kane picked up the phone and 
called the County District Attorney’s office. 


Chapter 7 


Felipé Sanchez sat across a table in a conference room 
at the police station for his second interview with the gray 
haired, elderly man who apparently had agreed to be his 
lawyer. For this conference, Felipé, who considered this whole 
experience as a nuisance and a waste of his time, gazed at not 
only the stocky old man but another person, younger and in 
his opinion more sinister looking. While Shields continued 
to ask the same boring questions, the younger man in jeans 
and a polo shirt, apparently in his forties with a tinge of gray 
mixed in with his black, close-cropped hair, sat immobile. 
Just staring at him. 

Shields, leaning on the table in frustration, again asked, 
“Okay, so once again, why were you at the Bristow residence?” 

Almost rolling his eyes at the foolishness of the old 
man’s inquiry, Felipé with bored indignation matter of factly 
replied, “I was invited.” 

“By the girl?” Shields hurriedly asked. 

eOtrcourse,, 

“Were you ever invited there during normal hours as a 


guest? You know, entering the place through the front door?” 
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Shrugging his shoulder at that question Felipé replied, 
ONGsy 

“Why not?” 

“What does it matter? I would have been welcomed 
either way,” Felipé replied. 

“So the other times that you met the girl were in the 
middle of the night at the pool cabana? Why do you think 
that was?” 

Staring at the old man, pitying him for his lack of 
insight, Felipé replied, “It was not important when or where 
we met. The time together was for pleasure for both of us.” 

“What do you mean by that?” Shields growing frustrated 
asked. 

Smiling at the old man Felipé replied, “I am Felipe 
Sanchez. The women always want me for pleasure. If I find 
them attractive I comply with their wishes. It does not matter 
where or when.” 

While the old man ran his right hand over his face 
in apparent frustration, Felipe took a quick glance at the 
younger man across the table, still sitting there impassive but 
with a penetrating stare, seeming to look right through him. 
Suddenly, feeling threatened by the man’s presence, Felipé 
looked away as Shields dropping his hand on the table 
continued. 

“Okay. So, you entered the estate from the woods and 
went right to the cabana?” 

Yeo 

“And then what?” 

“The girl was not there.” 


“What did you think about that?” 


“T was angry,” Felipé nonchalantly replied. 

“Why?” Shields quickly asked. 

“Because she had been drinking.” 

“How did you know that?” 

“Because there was an opened bottle of champagne and 
a glass on the counter.” 

“Was that a problem?” 

“I do not allow liquor to interfere with sex. She knew 
tiated 

“So, you were in that cabana and you were touching 
items?” 

mesic 

“Then what?” 

“Then I went outside and saw her in the pool,” Felipé 
explained. 

“Was she in distress?” 

“No. She was dead,” Felipé calmly answered. 

Leaning forward Shields intensely asked, “How did you 
know that?” 

“Because I jumped into the pool and saw her up close.’ 

“Did you try to revive her? CPR or anything?” 

“No. She was dead.” 

“How could you be sure?” 

Now, almost smiling at the old man, Felipé answered, “I 
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have seen dead people before.” 
“Like who?” 
“My father. When I was young.” 
“How did he die?” Shields softly asked. 
“He was thrown from a horse,” Felipe calmly answered. 


“And he died instantly?” 
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“Yes. I could tell by his eyes.” 

Hesitating for a moment, Shields then continued on. 
“Okay. So, then what did you do?” 

“iete” 

“You just got out of the pool and left? You didn’t notify 
anybody?” Shields incredulously blurted. 


“Yes. She was dead. It was not my concern.” 
* OK OK 


As Charlie Shields and Nick Quinn walked through 
the lobby toward the front door of the police station the 
elderly lawyer turned to Quinn asking, “So, what do you 
think, Nick?” 

Shrugging his shoulders Quinn replied, “Well, you were 
right, Charlie. He’s a piece of work. Definitely a different 
type of sociopath. I wouldn't put him on the stand when this 
comes to trial.” 

“Hell. I know that, Nick. What do you think? Did he 
do it?” 

“At this point, I really don’t know, Charlie. He’s a tough 
read,” Quinn admitted. 

Quickly looking at his watch Shields in alarm stated, 
“Tve got to get back to Philly. I’m scheduled on Al Budgen’s 
radio talk show in two hours. I’m going to analyze the latest 
Supreme Court ruling.” 

As Shields hustled out of the door toward the parking 
lot, Quinn hearing his name being called turned to see Frank 
Kane walking toward him. 

“Mr. Quinn. Haven't seen you for a while now.” 

Quinn facing the tall, young man asked, “Kane, how’s 
business?” 


TLLUSION 


“Pretty busy the last few days.” Then Kane in a softer 
tone asked, “Are you involved in this Sanchez matter?” 

“Not at all, Kane. A member of his family got in touch 
with me. I owed the guy a favor so I got Charlie to represent 
the kid, that’s all.” 

“T see,” Kane slowly acknowledged. 

“Everybody’s entitled to due process. I’m sure you've got 
the goods on him.” 

“We're loaded, Mr. Quinn. He’s guilty as sin,” Kane 
replied. 

“Well, do your job,” Quinn replied as he walked out of 
the building. 

At five oclock p.m., sitting back from his desk swinging 
his swivel chair from side to side, Michael Callaghan, just 
into his second term as County District Attorney, asked, 
“Okay, Kane. Give me what you've got on this guy.” 

Kane, hesitating for a moment, read off the chain of 
evidence implicating Felipé Sanchez with the murder of 
Michelle Norris stating, “Mr. Sanchez was definitely at the 
scene. Fingerprints all over that cabana and the champagne 
bottle and glass. The car was at the scene parked in back 
of the mansion. Skid marks on the road and elements of 
sand and gravel on the driver’s side floor from the side of the 
road. He obviously left the scene in a hurry. The clothing and 
shoes we found in his apartment tested positive for chlorine 
so he was in the pool with her. And the toxicology report 
from Dr. Rankin states that she was drugged with ketamine, 
a so-called date rape drug which she unwittingly ingested, 


which was how she drowned. And, in interrogation, before 
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he lawyered up, he admitted to being at the scene of the 
murder.” 

“Who's his lawyer?” Callaghan routinely inquired. 

Hesitating for a moment Kane then replied, “Charles 
Shields.” 

Bolting upright toward his desk Callaghan blurted out, 
“Who?” 

Hesitating briefly once again, Kane replied in a softer 
tone, “Charles Shields.” 

“How did that happen?” Callaghan growled. 

“He was notified by Nick Quinn,” Kane replied. 

Shaking his head while mumbling, “Jesus Christ,” to 
himself Callaghan then asked, “What the hell does Quinn 
have to do with this?” 

“T talked to him. He told me some relative of Sanchez 
he owes a favor to called him and then he called Shields.” 

“That idiot!” Callaghan said to himself then speaking 
to Kane ordered, “Okay. Send all of the evidence over to my 
office. You'll be working with Alex Tate, my first assistant 
D.A. on this.” 

Disconnecting with Kane, Callaghan sat back from his 
desk contemplating the possible ramifications of his office 
prosecuting a murder trial with the accused being represented 
by his Uncle Charlie. And there was also the problem of 
his cousin, Nick, being involved which led Callaghan to 
the question, just how involved was Nick Quinn with this 
matter? Picking up his phone again, Callaghan, pressing a 
button, said, “Alex, step into my office. I need to consult with 


you regarding an assignment.” 


Chapter 8 


At the age of thirty-seven, Alex Tate was a young man 
in a hurry. Sitting at his desk intently reviewing the evidence 
that had been forwarded to his office from the Chamberton 
Police Department, he, without realizing it, out of habit, 
nervously clicked the ball point pen in his right hand. 
The pen in hand and constant clicking had become part 
of an inadvertent image he had developed in the District 
Attorney’s office over the past four years. So much so that 
the derisive rumor had circulated that the pen was actually 
an implant that never left his right hand at all. That and 
when Alex walked through the building various people 
would mumble under their breath, click, click, click, at the 
sight of the thin, bespectacled, balding attorney. Maniacally 
clicking the pen while he reviewed the summary of evidence 
against the accused, stopping occasionally at key points 
only to resume the nervous habit once more, Alex Tate 
subconsciously thought to himself, this is it. This case will 
make my career. This will prove to everyone finally that ’m 
to be taken seriously. And that was the defining motivation 
in Alex Tate’s entire life. To be taken seriously. The thing that 
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he had never been able to achieve from the day he was born. 

As the only son of Alex Tate, Sr., a state senator and 
dynamic force for forty years in the political structure, young 
Alex should have been availed the inside track to a political 
career of his own. That had never happened. And, to Alex, 
the ugly truth, the reality that burned into his very core, was 
that his father had never really accepted him. 

Alex Tate, Sr., from the time of his youth, had it all, the 
looks, the charm, the undeniable athleticism that made him 
a star athlete in high school and the toast of the county. That 
had continued on in college where Alex, Sr. majored primarily 
in football and achieved second team All American honors 
nationally. Then, after four years as the proverbial big man on 
campus, Alex, Sr. went even further to solidify his image by 
entering the Marine Corps. After winning a commission as 
an officer right after basic training, the blonde, six-foot-four, 
two hundred and ten pound Adonis went off to Vietnam 
and came back a war hero. Two Silver Stars and two Purple 
Hearts garnered through well documented heroism in 
combat assured the returning hero a place in state politics. 
With a resume as a hometown hero as well as his personality 
and ease with people, a long term political career was assured. 
The only glitch in this perfect life had been the fact that Alex, 
Sr. upon returning from war had promptly married Alex, Jr.’s 
mother, a petite brunette who he had met while in college. 

His mother was willing to portray herself as the 
perfect politician’s spouse, always at Alex, Sr.’s side, smiling 
and seemingly in rapt attention, while he spoke political 
gibberish during campaign speeches for the sole purpose 


of getting himself reelected continuously for forty years. 


However, the voman also through really no fault of her own 
had the misfortune to present Alex, Sr. with a son who, as it 
turned out, was the image of her own father. The men and 
women on Alex, Jr.’s mother’s side tended to top off at five- 
foot-seven max. And the men, in particular, all had black 
hair which down through several generations fell out by the 
time they reached their mid-thirties. Add in the fact that any 
athleticism was never to be found in that side of the family, 
Alex, Jr.’s fate was sealed. So much for genetic roulette! 

As for Alex, Sr., who had from his youth been a legend 
on every gridiron in western Pennsylvania, the sight of his 
undersized son, who despite several attempts in grade school 
to develop proficiency in any sport available only to fail 
miserably, was an embarrassment too much to bear. By the 
time Alex, Jr. was fourteen his relationship with the clumsy 
undersized boy who bore his name was essentially over. Alex, 
Sr. came and went, always working at his career in politics, 
but for the most part ignored the boy. 

Alex, Jr. possessed with superior intelligence and his 
own abundance of ambition, but confused and hurt by the 
estrangement from his larger than life father, fought back 
the only way he could. After all, he had to have inherited 
something from the old man. Alex, Jr., graduated at the top 
of his class in both high school and college. Then bettered 
the old man academically by earning a law degree. Hell bent 
on following his father’s career in politics, if only to upstage 
the old man at last, Alex, Jr. petitioned to a higher court, 
his mother, who promptly nagged Alex, Sr. into obtaining 
a favor from the premier political operative in the state, Al 


Conawell. The result was that although Alex, Sr. had advised 
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Conawell against giving Alex, Jr. any major responsibility, 
calling his son a goof ball, Alex, Jr. was appointed to a 
position as an assistant district attorney for the county right 
out of law school. Now, ten years later, his father had passed 
away and Alex, Jr. was the first assistant district attorney still 
relentlessly chasing his dream of eventually overtaking his 
father. 

Completing his review of the evidence presented to him 
by the Chamberton Police, Alex Tate came to the immediate 
conclusion that there was more than enough evidence to 
convict the suspect in custody. Now, sitting back from his 
desk compulsively clicking the pen in his right hand, he 
turned his thoughts to the big picture and what it could 
mean to his career. 

Five years prior, at his father’s funeral, Al Conawell had 
taken the young assistant district attorney aside and in an 
unprecedented gesture told him to stick with his job. The 
party had plans for him. Michael Callaghan was too much of 
an outsider, being from Philadelphia, and would only be in 
the District Attorney’s office for one term. Young Alex took 
that to mean that he was on the fast track to be nominated 
for the job. 

Then, the unforeseen had occurred. Callaghan, with the 
help of his cousin, Nick Quinn, had caught and prosecuted the 
serial killer who had been at large in the county for decades. 
Though not in favor with the political power brokers in the 
state capitol of Harrisburg, he had been overwhelmingly 
reelected to another four-year term. 

Now, more than ever, Alex Tate considered Callaghan 


to be an imposing obstacle to his own plan to overtake his 
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late father. Sitting forward toward his desk, Tate hastily slid a 
yellow legal pad to the center and with the ever present penin 
his right hand wrote ‘Mike Callaghan on the right side of the 
pad. Then on the left side wrote the words ‘the case’ followed 
by an arrow pointing toward the District Attorney’s name. 
Then in calculated defiance drew a line through Callaghan’s 
name. Tate knew that normally Michael Callaghan as the 
District Attorney would prosecute a high profile murder 
case. But fate had intervened, all to Alex Tate’s benefit. With 
Charlie Shields, Callaghan’s uncle, as the defense attorney 
there was no way Callaghan could represent the state in 
court. A situation all to Alex Tate’s good fortune. And he 
vowed to himself to make the most of it. 

Then, after a moment of further deliberation, Tate wrote 
the name ‘Dana Miller’ under Callaghan’s on the sheet of 
paper. Then quickly drew a line through that. Also angry that 
Callaghan had brought the former corporate lawyer into 
the District Attorney’s office after her role in solving the 
serial killer murder, Tate had surmised that Callaghan, while 
not assigning any substantial cases to the girl, nonetheless 
seemed to favor her. With that in mind Tate decided that 
there would be no way that the ambitious Ms. Miller would 
be assisting him at the Sanchez trial. 

As Quinn pulled his pick-up truck into the long 
driveway, coming to a stop at the garage and the apartment 
above where he lived, Manuel Pablo Vasquez, Jr., better 
known as Junior, came out of the barn and asked, “Patron, 
you want me to stay and help you turn out the horses?” 

Walking toward his assistant while emitting a pained 
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expression Quinn gestured to the young man to follow him. 
“Let’s take a walk down the fence line. I need to talk to you 
about your cousin.” 

Falling in step with his employer as the two walked along 
the fence line of the lower turn out field, both squinting into 
the setting sun, Junior asked, “You seen Felipé, Patron? Is 
Mr. Shields going to get him out of trouble?” 

“Well, Mr. Shields is going to do what he can. He’s in 
big trouble though. They have a lot of evidence against him. 
What I want to know is what is his deal? What’s he all about, 
Junior?” Quinn asked. 

Shrugging, Junior replied, “Well, he’s my cousin. I never 
spent much time around him though. He’s muy different.” 

“Yeah. I could tell that right off,” Quinn sarcastically 
replied. 

“They gonna put him up for murder, Patron?” 

“Oh yeah!” Quinn affirmed. Then asked, “Was he always 
a big ladies man?” 

“Si, Patron. He had his first woman when he was 
fourteen. He’s a good horse trainer. But that is just to make 
money. His favorite job is the women.” 

“What do you mean by that?” 

Shaking his head in embarrassed resignation Junior 
explained, “One woman is never enough for Felipé. He has 
to have them all. He’s family but I think he’s loco and is 
trying to set some kinda world record.” 

“Okay,” Quinn slowly replied. 

Then stopping in mid-stride Junior looking directly at 
Quinn stated, “But Patron, Felipé is a lover, not any kinda 
murderer.” 


Chapter 9 


Stepping out of the elevator onto the fifth floor of the 
county administration building on Wednesday morning, 
Dana Miller contemplated the fate of Leroy Burtmier 
who, in her estimation by way of his police record, should 
at this point in time be crowned king of the DUI’s in the 
county. Dana's current mission in life, which would play out 
tomorrow in court, would be to convince judge and jury that 
it was long overdue for Leroy to finally be put away for a 
while, as well as be the recipient of a prolonged probation 
and some serious substance abuse counseling. 

Seven DUI’s which included three vehicle collisions, 
luckily with no loss of life, seemed to indicate to Dana the 
obvious though she wouldn't mention the fact in court or 
at the office. Leroy’s possession of a driver's license was 
in her opinion a gross failure on the part of not only the 
court system but also the District Attorney’s office. Well not 
this time she thought as she walked past the offices of her 
colleagues and entered hers. 

The only glitch in her mental process was the nagging 


thought that for her this current assignment was wasted 
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motion and that led to the secondary issue. The increasing 
reality that had been lurking in the shadows of her 
subconscious for several months but steadily moving to the 
forefront of her life—Dana had become bored with her job. 

Tossing her handbag and briefcase aside, and then 
sitting at her desk, Dana contemplated that dilemma and 
then applied her own malaise to the reason why someone 
like Leroy Burtmier was still out and recklessly driving the 
roads. Was everyone else in the justice system as bored as she 
had become? Were they all just going through the motions? 
Was the whole process just assembly line justice? Okay! We 
worked out a compromise on this case. Next! 

Dana had reviewed the accused’s file. She was aware of 
the principals involved in the court process. Judge Martin 
Hoverbaum had presided on three of the court decisions and 
Alex Tate was prominently noted as the prosecutor on four. 
In Dana’s opinion they had definitely kicked the can, that 
being the human beer can that was Leroy Burtmier, down 
the road. Go on your way, Leroy. See you soon! 

Or, she reasoned, was the issue really about her? As 
Dana sat at her desk engrossed in an honest appraisal of her 
situation, she had to admit that the assistant district attorney 
position she had taken eighteen months ago was dull. There 
was just not enough action. And that led to the thought 
and the honest evaluation that she had become spoiled at 
the outset of her introduction to the world of criminal law. 
The Murdoch case and working with Nick Quinn, along 
with the inherent danger incurred in the process, had been 
an adrenaline pumping experience. But was that reality? 
Obviously, judging by her circtimstances in the D.A.’s office 


now, no! Should she chuck it all and go back to corporate 
law? No! That, she surmised, while obviously being more 
lucrative financially would be even more suffocating. Her 
final thought on the matter was that she needed a big, juicy 
murder trial. Something with substance. That spontaneous 
thought was quickly dashed by the reality that that was not 
going to happen. Around here seniority ruled and she was 
too far down the line. 

Turning on her computer to proceed along on her 
assignment to banish the king of DUI’s from the road Dana 
heard a rapid knock on her office door. 

“Come in,” she answered. 

The door quickly swung open admitting the exuberant 
man who occupied the office next to her. Benjamin Friedland, 
tall, dark haired and three years out of law school, practically 
bounded into her office, all smiles and excitement. 

“Dana, this is a great day,” he proclaimed while seeming 
to bounce around at the foot of Dana's desk. “T just got the 
word from Alex Tate. Oh! This is just too good,” he went on 
while bounding around in front of her. 

“Slow down, Benny. Take a deep breath. ‘Then tell me 
what it is so I can be happy for you,” Dana instructed. 

“Alex is prosecuting a big murder trial. I’m telling you, 
big! And, he just informed me that I’ll be assisting him. 
Is that great? We're talking high profile here,” Friedland 
exclaimed while looking down at Dana for approval. 

Smiling at the young lawyer, Dana replied, “That’s great, 
Benny. I’m sure you'll provide invaluable support to Alex,” 
while a cold chill and a sinking feeling surged through her 


and a mental neon sign flashed continuously. I have twelve 
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months seniority over him and I got snubbed. 

“I just wanted you to know right away. I’m so excited 
about this. What a career break this is.” 

“You'll do great, Benny,” Dana managed to say through 
a thin smile. 

“Thanks. You're the best,” he said then hurried out of 
her office trailing the words, “Gotta get going, lots to do,” as 
he closed the door behind him. 

Dana sat immobile for several minutes at her desk in a 
silent rage. Then, picking up her phone called Marti, Mike 
Callaghan’s secretary, to ask if Mr. Callaghan could spare her 
ten minutes of his time. 

Twenty minutes later Dana stalked into Mike 
Callaghan’s office. Looking up from his laptop the District 
Attorney inquired, “Okay. What can I do for you?” 

Dana, very much in a confrontational mood not even 
bothering to take a seat in one of the chairs opposite 
Callaghan’s desk, cut right to the issue. 

“T was just informed that Alex Tate is prosecuting at the 
Norris murder trial and will be assisted by Ben Friedland. I 
just want your clarification on that.” 

Sitting back from his desk, looking up at Dana with the 
beginning of a sour expression on his face, Callaghan slowly 
replied, “Yes. You are correct.” 

Dana, now on the offensive, took a step forward as 
she said, “Ben has not been here that long. I have seniority 
over him. Why was I passed over on this assignment?” Then 
noticing the disgusted look on the District Attorney’s face 
realized that she had broached a sensitive topic. 


Callaghan, after a moment, with a cold stare at the 


girl which undeniably conveyed the fact that he was not 
pleased with the subject of this conversation, leaned forward 
and said, “This case involves a high profile murder. The 
Chamberton Police Department has a solid case against the 
accused. Before you decided to come into my office to give 
me a lot of grief over the assignment did you take a moment 
to question the fact that I, as the County District Attorney, 
am not personally representing the state in court on this 
matter?” 

“Well, no,” Dana in confusion replied. 

“I didn't think so,” Callaghan quickly replied. 

“Well, why aren't you?” Dana countered. 

“Because the accused is being represented by Charlie 
Shields, that’s why.” 

“Oh!” a surprised Dana exclaimed. Then recovering 
momentum on the issue asked, “So what does that have to 
do with me? I know Charlie but I wouldn't have been the 
lead prosecutor anyway.” 

“You really don't know?” Callaghan with his voice rising 
asked. 

“Know what?” 

Shaking his head in disgust, Callaghan replied, “Why 
don't you ask your boyfriend?” 

Taking a step back from the District Attorney's desk 
Dana, now more confused, said, “What the hell does that 
have to do with this?” 

His voice now louder Callaghan quickly responded, 
“Because Nick’s the one that got Charlie to represent the 
guy. That’s why.” Then noting the total confusion on Dana's 
face at the news Callaghan said to the now speechless girl, 
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“You didn’t know this? You don’t talk to each other?” 

“Well, I...” Dana, in shock, began to reply only to be cut 
off by Callaghan. 

“Dont bother. I don’t want to know. Bottom line here is 
that there’s too much of a conflict. I can’t prosecute in court. 
And you can‘ assist Tate. And now I’m really going to have 
to police this whole business to make sure Tate doesn’t screw 
it up.” Then waving a hand in dismissal Callaghan added, 
“You're a lot of trouble. Get out of here and go back to work.” 

Dana, slowly walking back to her office, ran the gamut 
of emotions— shock, embarrassment, anger, jealousy over 
Ben Friedland’s opportunity and confusion over Nick being 
involved. By the time she reached the door to her office the 
central issue had become Nick Quinn. After months of 
proclaiming that he had no interest in law enforcement he 
had gotten involved in a murder trial behind her back. What 
did that say about their relationship? 


Chapter 10 


On Wednesday morning, at the second ring of the bell, 
Alice Brunel opened the door to the sight of Frank Kane 
standing on the portico half turned toward the driveway 
viewing a BMW and a Cadillac parked in front of his police 
cruiser. 

Turning back toward the housekeeper, Kane, taking off 
his sunglasses, asked, “Good morning, Ms. Brunel. Is Mr. 
Bristow available? I need to have a word with him.” 

Stepping aside as Kane entered the mansion and stood 
in the foyer, Alice Brunel answered, “Mr. Bristow and Mr. 
Dekker are in the study in a meeting right now. I'll have to 
check with Ms. Novak.” 

While the housekeeper went to the rear of the mansion 
to inform the secretary, Kane stood alone while feeling a 
tinge of excitement at the thought of interacting with Jen 
Novak. Then, out of a sense of guilt, quickly dismissed that 
thought as improper given the reason for his visit to the 
Bristow residence. 

Several minutes later Jen Novak dressed in gray slacks 


with a white blouse and once again no appearance of makeup, 
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which in Kane’s opinion did not detract but only enhanced 
her beauty, walked the length of the center hall toward him 
saying, “Good morning, Frank. What can I do for you?” 

Kane, hesitating for a moment, distracted by the girl’s 
appearance, as well as the fact that again she had called him 
by his first name, subtly implying intimacy, regrouped and 
then got down to the business at hand. 

“Tm here to see Mr. Bristow with regard to his niece.” 
After a quick glance toward the door to the study, Novak 
replied, “He’s in a very important meeting with investors 
right now. If I try to pull him out of it Roger or Leon will 
have my head.” ‘Then, after a hesitation, suggested “Why 
don’t you come to my office? Maybe I can be of help.” 

Kane followed Novak to the small office at the end of 
the hallway, relishing the idea of spending time with this girl. 
While his reason for this visit was a courtesy call to Bristow 
to inform him of the current status of the investigation, 
Kane found himself strangely pleased with this pleasurable 
by product garnered in the line of duty. 

As the two entered Novak’s office Kane asked, “How 
long do you think Mr. Bristow will be unavailable?” 

“I’m not sure. The meeting just started. Sometimes they 
go on for several hours. I just don’t want to lose my job. Do 
you need some more information? Maybe I can be of some 
help.” 

Kane, gazing at this woman who he was incredibly 
attracted to, forced himself to get back on track stating, “I 
came out here to inform Mr. Bristow that the investigation 
has determined that his niece was murdered. We have the 


suspect in custody and he willbe arraigned and charged in 


court this afternoon. I came out here beforehand to ease the 
shock. It will be all over the news by tonight.” 

Stepping back in shock at Kane’s words, Novak, with a 
tremor in her voice, asked, “How? How did it happen?” 

Kane, stepping toward the girl, took her arm and guided 
her around her desk to her chair then taking the chair on 
the opposite side proceeded to relay the chain of events and 
conclusions of the investigation. After which Novak, visibly 
upset, put her head face down on her forearms resting on 
her desk. 

Kane, rising from his chair, walked around the desk, 
gently putting his hand on the girl’s back in sympathy as he 
said, “I’m sorry to have to upset you this way. But it’s better 
to hear it from me than to see it in the paper or on TV.” 

Raising her head toward Kane, Novak, while not 
exhibiting any sign of tears but clearly distressed, replied, “I 
know, Frank.” 

Looking at his watch, Kane with regret said, “Look. I’m 
out of time on this. I have to get back to the station. We have 
to move the suspect over to the courthouse. Will you inform 
Mr. Bristow after his meeting and if need be I'll talk to him 
later?” 

“Yes. I'll do that,” then asked, “Frank, will I, ] mean will 
we be seeing you again?” 

As Kane, now at the door, turned toward Novak and 
replied, “Of course,” the girl quickly threw her arms around 
his shoulders and aggressively kissed him. Momentarily 
shocked at the force of her actions Kane not knowing exactly 
what to do about this development, though reasoned he liked 
it, stepped back. Then disengaging from Novak said, “Wait a 
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minute! Wait a minute!” 

Jen Novak, now stepping away, apparently chagrined 
and embarrassed, lowered her head saying, “I’m sorry. I 
couldn't help it. I've wanted to do that from the moment we 
met. It won't happen again.” 

Kane, standing close, eye to eye with the girl, softly 
replied, “Well, me too. And we will. But first we need to talk 
to get to know each other better. Besides right now with 
everything that’s going on, it’s a little awkward.” 

Still seeming to be embarrassed by her actions Novak 
agreed. “Yes. Youre right, Frank. But I will see you again?” 

“You will,” Kane replied as he left her office and then the 
mansion to deal with a very full agenda in court as well as 


his own mind still in a whirl over the sudden turn of events 
with Jen Novak. 

With the completion of the fourth figure eight, Quinn 
slowed the big chestnut colored horse from a canter down 
to a trot. Then at the fence line slowed the animal to a walk 
while patting his neck and softly saying, “Good boy, Jake! 
Now you can take tomorrow off. And the day after that we'll 
go for a nice relaxing trail ride.” 

Walking the horse along the perimeter of the ring 
Quinn gazed down toward the barn taking note that Dana’s 
SUV was parked at his apartment. Hmm. Mid-week visit he 
thought as he now turned the horse toward the opened gate 
and proceeded down the fence line toward the barn. 

Dismounting at the barn door as Junior walked out, 
Quinn, while handing the reins to his assistant, asked, “How 
long has she been here?” 


“Bout five or ten minutes, Patron. She looks like she’s in 
a bad mood ‘bout something.” 

“Guess I better find out what that’s about. Clean up Jake 
for me, Junior,” Quinn instructed then walked toward the 
apartment door. Climbing the stairs and then entering the 
living room he could hear the sound of drawers being hastily 
slammed shut and the muted sound of Dana apparently 
talking to herself in the bedroom. As Quinn walked toward 
the hallway and the bedroom, Dana appeared carrying a 
large cardboard box containing items of clothing that she 
kept at his place. Almost colliding with him in her haste 
she spilled the contents onto the living room couch and in 
frustration said, “Damn it.” 

Now bending over to once again pack the items into 
the box Dana, still talking to herself, said, “Stupid! Stupid! 
Stupid!” 

“What’s up?” Quinn in confusion asked. 

Quickly turning toward him in a confrontational 
manner Dana replied, “What’s up? Nothing’s up. That’s why 
I’m moving my things out of here.” 

Quinn, thoroughly confused, attempted to buy time by 
changing the subject. “How did it go in court today?” 

Stuffing the last item into the open box Dana turning 
toward Quinn replied, “It didn’t. The fix was in as usual. It 
seems that the jerk has a brother-in-law on the town council 
and what the hell do you care?” 

Hesitating for a moment, while trying to rationalize 
Dana’s behavior and where he fit into the scheme of things, 
Quinn asked, “So you lost the case and now you're moving 


your things out of here>” 
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Stepping quickly forward now definitely in a 
confrontational mode, she replied, “I’m moving out of here 
because I realized that youre not on my side. There is no 
here, here. That’s why! 

“What do you mean by that?” 


” 


Now pacing back and forth in the living room Dana 
proceeded to lecture herself as well as the confused Nick 
Quinn. “There is no here. For over a year now we have just 
existed together. Just floated along. No plans. No future. I 
have ambition. You just want to exist here with your old 
horses. I’m trying to build a career while you don't want to 
have anything to do with law enforcement.” 

“Yeah. That’s about right.” Quinn agreed with her last 
statement. 

“Bullshit!” Dana yelled while stepping forward and 
with both hands pushed against his chest causing him to 
inadvertently stumble a step back. 

“You went behind my back without a word and got 
involved with that murder trial. And the result was that I got 
passed over to be on the prosecution team. Potential conflict 
of interest.” 

“Tm not involved in that murder case. I just got Charlie to 
represent the kid. That’s all,” Quinn in frustration explained. 

“Sure,” Dana sarcastically yelled. “All of a sudden, 
out of nowhere, you decide to provide a murderer legal 
representation. And, of course, you never gave a thought to 
inform me.” 

“Yeah. Well..,” Quinn began only to be cut off. 

“I thought we were a team. I thought you were on my 


side. Hell! I thought you loved me. And that’s something 


I've yet to hear from you. I can't do this anymore. You don’t 
love me.” With that, Dana, hefting the refilled box, turned 
away and walked down the steps and out of the door to her 
SUV. 

The ten year old black Ford Taurus pulled in the parking 
lot of the Delancey Motor Court located on the northeast 
edge of Chamberton. Stepping out of the vehicle the six- 
foot, rail thin man with long brown hair and a two day 
stubble on his face stretched his arms and shook his legs in 
relief after the eight hour drive. Turning around in a circle 
then fixing a steady gaze on the main road into the heart of 
downtown Chamberton, Barry Gegner thought to himself, 
welcome to the land of opportunity, as he shuffled toward 
the motel’s office to check in. 

Checking in involved the usual hassle over the fact that 
the desk clerk asked for a credit card number and Barry, being 
a cash only kind of guy, had to talk him into a Visa debit card 
number from his checking account which only had a balance 
of three dollars and ten cents. With the issue resolved, Barry 
was ensconced in his room with a large plain pizza as well 
as the all-important two six packs of beer to relax and plan 
for his long sought surprise reunion with Michelle. As he lay 
on the bed, imagining the look on her face when he showed 
up and then the second look when he informed her that he 
knew full well what she was up to and wanted in on the deal 
or else, he smiled in satisfaction. It had been seven years and 
now he was going to get even and then some. 

As he polished off his second beer and flipped open 


the pizza box Gegner took the remote and turned on the 
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TV. Immediately, the screen came to life with a news promo 
from a local TV station and an anchorman talking about 
the arrest of the murderer of Michelle Norris. Shocked, not 
believing his own eyes, he managed to process the fact that 
the talking head had stated, “Details at eleven.” Lurching off 
the bed Gegner grabbed his room key and rushed down to 
the motel’s office to look for a newspaper. 

Finding an honor box in the lobby, then realizing that he 
had no coins to buy a paper, Gegner borrowed one from the 
desk clerk who stared over his glasses at the man practically 
hyperventilating as he scanned the front page story of the 
drowning at the Bristow mansion. Then Gegner, tossing the 
paper onto a chair upon completion of the story, staggered 
out the door saying to himself, “Pool? What the hell was she 
doing in the pool?” 

For the next two and a half hours Gegner sat in his 
room in a panic, first calculating the remainder of his cash. 
Enough for two more nights at this second rate motel plus 
food and liquor and roughly a half tank of gas in the car. 
After that he was dead broke. 

Then, what about this Bristow guy? Was that the uncle 
Michelle had always talked about? The guy who had worked 
in Hollywood. As a Plan B, could he touch the old guy up 
for a piece of the action? After all, if Michelle had been 
involved in this guy’s business it had to be shady in some 
way. Leopards don't change their spots, especially a leopard 
like Michelle. Look what she'd done to him. 

By eleven o'clock the local news had come on and Gegner, 
now fairly drunk, stared at the T'V barely comprehending the 


words emitting from the anchorman. Then suddenly bolting 


upright from the bed, lunging forward at the sight of the red 
haired girl whose face filled the screen, trying to associate 
the picture with the anchorman’s words, Gegner suddenly 
made the connection. Then, laughing hysterically, his lips 
peeled back while rocking back and forth, pounding on the 
mattress of the bed, Gegner yelled at the screen showing the 
now deceased Michelle Norris, “You fools! You've got the 


wrong person.” 
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Chapter 11 


Michael Callaghan, rising from his chair, walked 
around his desk to greet the two men as they entered his 
office. Introductions completed, Callaghan, after directing 
his secretary to hold his calls for a bit, got down to the 
business at hand. “Well, gentlemen, what can I do for you 
this morning?” 

Vince Kronemuller, the current mayor of Chamberton, 
began to lean forward to speak but was beat to the punch by 
the more aggressive Dan Roman who broached the topic that 
Callaghan fully expected. As he sat back from his desk with 
his head somewhat tilted to the left and supported by his 
left hand, feigning full attention while actually experiencing 
bored resignation, Callaghan listened as Roman went on. 

“We just wanted to stop by and discuss this Bristow 
matter with you.” 

“You mean the murder of Michelle Norris, Bristow’s 
niece?” Callaghan corrected. 

“Exactly. Aside from the fact that both Vince and I 
are prominent members of this community, we're also both 


partners with Bristow in a major project that will bring 


millions of dollars of revenue and job creation to the town 
of Chamberton and the entire county. This situation, the 
murder of his niece by this Mexican, puts a cloud over the 
whole project. And also puts the entire county in a bad light.” 

“I see,” Callaghan stated then asked, “Refresh my 
memory on this project.” 

Once again Kronemuller leaned forward to speak and 
again was cut off by the bombastic Dan Roman. 

“Roger Bristow’s from California, a major player 
for years in the film industry. The last ten years or so he’s 
diversified into other businesses. However, being still very 
knowledgeable with regard to film and the production end 
of it, he’s decided to head up the creation of a state of the art 
production facility right here in Chamberton. Sound stages, 
corporate center, production facilities. Everything film 
companies would need to make films and T’'V shows. And at 
a lower cost than Hollywood. Beat them at their game. And 
the byproduct of all this is job creation. A facility like that 
results in major construction, not only for the studios, but 
you also need luxury hotels, private residences, restaurants, 
the works.” 

“And that’s where you and your company come in?” 
Callaghan asked. 

“That’s right,” Roman agreed then got to the point. 

“Now do you understand our concern over this matter? 
My understanding is that you've got this creep in jail and 
he’s going to be tried for murder. What we need to know 
is, is this going to be taken care of in a timely manner? And 
do you have a good case? We've got a bad situation here. If 


we can't assure Bristow that swift justice will prevail here we 


a 


78 


could lose everything.” 

Having heard enough from Dan Roman on this topic 
and now annoyed with the possibility that the two men 
and who knows else from the county’s business community 
would be looking over his shoulder every step of the way 
during the prosecution, Callaghan, leveling his eyes at the 
two, emphatically stated, “Gentlemen, Chief Kane has done 
an excellent job compiling the evidence and the chain of 
events implicating Felipé Sanchez as the perpetrator of 
this crime. The case presented in court will be a very strong 
one. As to the timeliness of the procedure, that is up to the 
court system. Justice tends to move at its own pace. And 
both sides, prosecution and defense counsel, do have to be 
adequately prepared, otherwise you could run the risk of a 
mistrial. In the meantime, Sanchez will remain incarcerated 
in the county jail. No bail.” 

“Why’s that?” Roman asked. 

“Sanchez is not an American citizen and therefore 
considered a flight risk. We're not going to give him any 
opportunity to run back to Mexico, Mr. Roman.” 

“And will you be prosecuting in court?” Roman asked. 

“No,” Callaghan answered. 

“Why not?” 

“Mr. Sanchez is being represented by Charles Shields, a 
relative of mine,” Callaghan answered. 

“Why the hell is that?” 

“You'd have to ask Mr. Shields. He does tend to take on 
pro bono cases,” Callaghan dismissively explained. Then to 
change the topic said, “Alex Tate, my first assistant district 


attorney, will present the case in court. However, everything 


will be reviewed beforehand by me. And I’m sure you're 
familiar with my record with regard to convictions. Then, of 
course, the matter will be in the hands of the judge and the 
jury.” 

“Well, ?m not worried about the jury. Once we put the 
word out...,” Roman began to say only to be quickly cut off 
by Callaghan. 

“Mr. Roman, I don't need to hear that.” 

“Yeah. Well, okay,” Roman somewhat chagrined replied, 
then stated, “Okay. So you're going to get this to trial as soon 
as possible. But you won't actually be in court. Am I right on 
this?” 

“Yes. As soon as legally possible. As I said, Alex Tate 
will present the case in court. Charles Shields is an elderly 
man. He’s my uncle. But he’s a man with a very keen legal 
mind. I don’t want to give him any wiggle room for an appeal 
on this matter,” Callaghan explained. 

Glancing briefly at Kronemuller then nodding his head 
at Callaghan’s statements Roman said, “Okay. I get it.” 

Galloping the black horse down the sloped field at full 
speed, horse and rider presented a dynamic silent vision 
from a distance. But a combination of pounding hoof beats, 
heavy breathing by horse and rider and the rhythmic creak 
of leather from the saddle could be heard up close. The duo 
now proceeded uphill toward the farthest point in the field 
adjacent to the farm. 

Slowing the animal down to a trot and then further 
along to a walk at the edge of a wooded area Nick Quinn 
patted the horse’s neck while offering an apology. “Sorry, 
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Bill. But I needed to blow off some steam and you're the 
youngest of the bunch at fifteen. So you drew the short straw 
on this one.” Then as a compliment added, “But I knew you 
had it in you.” 

Lazily walking the horse from the farthest point toward 
the farm, allowing the horse’s breathing pattern to slow 
down, Quinn reflected on the events of the previous day and 
Dana in particular. 

Did he love this girl? Yes. But, in his own way. 

Was that good enough for her? Obviously not. 

Could he change and be the person she wanted him to 
be? Which, he reasoned, was the person he was at her current 
age of thirty-one. At this point he didn't want to. And that 
was the problem. He was a forty-three year old man who 
had been through a hell of a lot. As a result of that he, now 
by his own design, was a different person and had no desire 
to go back in time. He was comfortable with himself as well 
as his current lifestyle and that was the root of the problem 
with Dana. She was young, aggressive and hell bent on her 
career. But to complicate matters she wanted him to be 
more like her. Could they come to some sort of compromise 
on that issue? Quinn couldn't see how. What would be the 
next issue? Marriage? Quinn couldn't even conceive of that 
scenario. It just wasn’t on his radar. But would he miss her? 
Definitely. 

Patting the horse’s neck again as the two entered the 
driveway to the farm, Quinn, talking to himself, said, “Well, 
Bill, that’s the way it happens. They come and then they go.” 


* Ok * 


The three members of the Bristow group convened in 


the book lined study of the mansion for an early afternoon 
meeting. Bristow, once again sitting at the large mahogany 
desk, asked, “So, she was seeing this boy from that farm? 
Having rendezvous with him down at the cabana in the 
middle of the night?” 

“Apparently,” Jen Novak declared. 

Pacing the room in agitation Leon Dekker said, “I’m 
telling you no good will come of this. There will be a big trial. 
The whole thing will go on for months. And we'll be in the 
spotlight. People will be taking a long, hard look at us and 
everything regarding the project. It will be impossible to do 
business here. We'd be better off pulling up stakes. If we do 
it now we would have the perfect excuse. Just say that Roger, 
with everything that has happened, has lost interest.” 

Jen Novak confronting Dekker argued, “Then we could 
lose a hell of a lot of money, Leon! Then what? We go 
somewhere else and start over. How? We've already invested 
in land here. We don't have enough revenue to start over 
somewhere else.” 

“Well, we don't need them delving into our business 
either. We don't know what she told that kid before he killed 
her. That’s the problem. We don’t know what he knows 
or what this trial will turn up,” Dekker shouted at Novak. 
Before Jen Novak could respond there was a knock on the 
door and Alice Brunel meekly entered announcing that 
some man was at the front door and wanted to talk to Mr. 
Bristow. Dekker, following the housekeeper, left the study 
to deal with the impromptu visitor while Jen Novak turning 
to Bristow explained, “Ill keep tabs on what's going on with 


the investigation as well as the trial. But we have to stay with 
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the plan.” 

Then, as Bristow was about to ask how Novak would 
accomplish that, Leon Dekker could be heard at the front 
door yelling at someone to, “Go away. Get off this property 
now or [’ll call the police.” 

Novak rushing out of the study into the hallway as 
Dekker slammed the front door asked, “What’s going on?” 

“T don't know. Some guy. Looked like a bum. Comes to 
the door and wants to know what Bristow did to Michelle. 
See! This is what happens. Now all the nut cases start to 
come out. Now, how are we going to conduct business here?” 

Barry Gegner, in a hung over but silent, now vindictive 
mood, shuffled to his car in the driveway. Okay, he thought. 
You don’t want to cooperate with me. [’Il blow the whistle on 
your whole deal. Whatever the hell it is. 

As Gegner lurched into the old dented car and Dekker 
in the hallway turned to go back to the study, Jen Novak 
stared intently out the window at the man thinking Leon is 


right. They come out of the woodwork. 


Chapter 12 


By late afternoon on Thursday, Dana’s anger over the 
twin failures of her career as an assistant district attorney 
and her relationship with Nick Quinn had cooled down to 
a sense of overwhelming depression. At her desk, staring 
at her upcoming assignment, the prosecution of a burglary 
suspect, she found the task at hand almost impossible to 
concentrate on. 

Sitting back from the desk, she began to analyze the 
dilemmas for a solution. To her own rationale her life 
compared with the years prior had gone off the rails. And 
she could only blame herself for that turn of events. But 
what to do about it? She had been in the legal fast lane. 
Corporate law. Dry and often tedious. But at the end of the 
day incredibly lucrative and she had been good at it. 

Then, for reasons she still could not fathom, she got 
involved in the Murdoch conviction and subsequently with 
Nick Quinn. Had the spectacular climax of that affair and 
the notoriety that came with it warped her judgment with 
regard to her career choices? Apparently. Mike Callaghan, 
though constantly referring to her as a lot of trouble, had 
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offered her the job as an assistant district attorney. He must 
have seen something in her ability as a lawyer. But now Dana 
felt that she was drowning in boredom and mediocrity. With 
the seniority system in play at the D.A’s office it would take 
years for her to get an assignment of any substance. Upon 
reflection she had chosen the wrong road. She had been 
offered her old job back with the law firm with a salary 
upgrade as well as the status of a full partnership. But, caught 
up in the whirlwind and high profile hype of the Murdoch 
affair, she had made a crucial error in judgment. Was this a 
character flaw on her part? Dana admitted to herself that she 
craved being the star in the spotlight. That went back to her 
youth. The academic overachiever. ‘The star athlete. The go 
getter, going one hundred miles an hour. After the Murdoch 
affair she had told Quinn that she felt that corporate law was 
too dull. He had tried to talk her out of the assistant district 
attorney's position. But she had made her decision. Now in 
the job she was frustrated, bored and worse. She felt stuck. 
The reality was that there was just not enough action for her. 
Yes, it probably was a character flaw on her part. But what 
to do about it? 

Nick Quinn was another matter altogether. Dana, at 
this point, felt that she had come full circle with Quinn. And 
that in itself was maddening. When they first met she didn’t 
like the man at all and didn’t understand him. They were 
exact opposites personality wise. Where she was vocal and 
aggressive, Quinn was too quiet. Nothing was out there to 
see. Then, as time went on in their partnership, Dana had 
realized that there was plenty going on. He just didn’t choose 


to share any of it with anyone. That at times drove her crazy. 


Then she reasoned that it was the twelve year age difference 
between them. Or possibly the vast background difference. 
In the end it didn’t stop her from falling for this man. Unlike 
the lightweights who had unsuccessfully pursued her since 
the age of fifteen, Dana, even at this point in time after 
breaking up with him, felt that Nick was the man. However, 
was she the woman, in his opinion? Dana needed to know 
that and had yet to see it from him. 

As Dana sat staring blankly at her computer screen she 
thought, well I guess that’s another character flaw on my 
part. I fall for a guy who doesn't give a damn. Roused from 
her thought by an odd sound at the open door to her office 
Dana looked up to see Alex Tate standing in the doorway, 
briefcase in his left hand and the ever present ball point pen 
in his right, clicking rapidly. 

“Alex” 

“T just thought I'd stop on my way out to clarify 
something with you,” Tate declared while manically clicking 
away. 

“What would that be?” Dana asked. 

“Tunderstand that you went to see Callaghan questioning 
the assignments for the Sanchez trial.” 

“Yes. I did. It was explained to me. Charles Shields is 
representing Sanchez. Conflict of interest,” Dana admitted. 

“Well, it’s more than that.” 

“Like what?” Dana asked as she noted that the sound of 
the clicks was picking up. 

“I didn’t want you assisting me,” Tate belligerently 


proclaimed. 


“Why is that?” 
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Now perched on the balls of his feet clicking away 
on the pen, Tate explained, “I think you're a grandstander. 
Prosecuting a murder is serious, meticulous work. You've 
never had experience with that. But you like being in the 
spotlight. You would be a distraction in court.” 

“Is that so?” Dana through clenched teeth said. 

“Let’s get something clear. Callaghan might like you. 
But I don't see you as an asset to the District Attorney’s 
oficeat all’ 

“Well, Alex. I guess everybody’s entitled to their 
opinion,” Dana countered. 

“Keep this in mind, Dana. Callaghan won't be District 
Attorney forever. Then things will change around here.” For 
a moment the two adversaries coldly stared at each other. 
Then turning away to leave Tate said, “See you around, Ms. 
Miller,” and walked away to the steady beat of clicking from 
the pen in his right hand. 

Dana, once again sitting back from her desk in disgust, 
said to herself, well, that makes my day complete. 

After another thirty minutes of fitfully unproductive 
attempts to accomplish some work, Dana shut down her 
computer and placing several folders in her briefcase turned 
to the office door to leave work for the day only to be startled 
by a tall, thin man with long greasy hair, a three day growth of 
beard, and rumpled clothes that reeked of alcohol standing 
in the doorway. 

“What do you want?” Dana asked while backing quickly 
away. 

“Are you a district attorney?” the man asked. 


“Yes. How did you get in the building?” 


“I just walked in,” the man seemingly confused by the 
question replied. Then stated, “I want to talk to a district 
attorney.” 

“You're talking to one now,” Dana replied while 
positioning herself within arm's reach of her desk phone. 

Smirking to himself the man announced, “I want to 
report a missing person.” 

“You should do that with the police,” Dana instructed. 

Rolling his eyes in an ironic gesture the man said, “Yeah. 
Well, I tried that earlier. But the fat cop at the desk blew me 
off. Told me to get lost. So I thought I'd try here.” 

At an attempt to buy time by humoring the intoxicated 
man Dana asked, “Okay, who's missing?” 

“Michelle Norris,” the man answered. 

Dana, at first taken aback by the statement, replied, 
“Michelle Norris is deceased.” 

“No. She’s not,” came back a quick reply. 

“No. She is deceased. She was murdered and is in the 
county morgue,” Dana explained as she moved her hand 
closer to the phone. 

“The girl in the morgue is the same girl in all the pictures 
in the papers and on TV?” the man asked. 

“Yes. That’s right.” 

“That’s not her,” he countered. 

“How do you know?” Dana challenged. 

With a drunken belligerence he explained, “Because I 
know Michelle real well. Yeah, real well. I lived with her for 
a year.” 

“How long ago was that?” Dana though wary of the 


man asked. 
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“Bout seven years. “Til she screwed me over for a lot of 
money. [hen disappeared.” 

Growing tired of this man and his ravings Dana 
dismissively stated, “Well, seven years is a pretty long time. 
People change. Maybe you just didn't recognize the pictures 
in the news.” 

Leering at Dana in his own satisfaction the man said, 
“Well, guess what? That’s not her and I can prove it.” Then, 
rolling up the long sleeve of the dirty red and black shirt 
to reveal the bicep of his arm, he pointed to a blue and red 
tattoo of a curled up snake on the outer portion of his arm. 

“See this?” 

“Yes. It’s a tattoo,” Dana complied. 

“Well, Michelle’s got the exact same one on her back, 
up high, right between her shoulder blades. Not as big as this 
one, but the same. We got them together and | bet you that 
whoever you've got down in your morgue doesn’. Besides, 
the paper said she died in a pool. The real Michelle would 
never go near that much water. I know that for a fact!” 

“Well, that’s what you say,” Dana replied while now 
placing her hand on the phone. 

“You want proof?” the man yelled as Dana picked up 
the phone and pressed the button for security. 

“What are you doing?” he yelled while flipping 
something from his shirt pocket onto her desk. 

Dana, preoccupied with requesting the guard to come. 
to her office, didn’t even notice the man spin away from the 
doorway and leave. By the time Carl, the security guard, 
entered her office door Dana was standing at her desk looking 


down at a picture of two people—the man looking at the 


camera while he ‘held up his arm to a woman's back which 
just below her long red hair contained a smaller version of 


the blue and red curled snake tattoo. 
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Chapter 13 


Officer Joe Harrison knocked on the frame of the open 
door. 

“You wanted to see me, Chief?” 

Looking up from the paperwork on his desk, Frank 
Kane replied, “Yes. Come in.” Then, not bothering to offer 
Harrison a seat, Kane got right down to the business at hand. 

“Harrison, I was notified this morning that someone 
breached security and entered the District Attorney’s offices 
last night around five o'clock.” 

“T don't know anything about that, Chief,” the perplexed 
officer replied. 

“Well, maybe you do,” Kane countered. 

“How so?” 

“Assistant district attorney Miller was the last person 
on the floor and encountered the guy. There was a brief 
conversation before she called security which involved this 
person making some wild accusations. During the course 
of that he mentioned that he paid the department a visit 
prior but was turned away. You were on the desk yesterday 
afternoon. Do you know anything about this?” 


Uncomfortable with the notion that he could possibly 
be in some sort of trouble over the fact that he had neglected 
to report the incident, Harrison hesitated then replied, “Yeah, 
Chief. Tall, scroungey looking guy. Smelled real bad. Looked 
like he was pretty drunk. Just walked in ranting something 
about us having the wrong girl down in the morgue. Claimed 
he knew the deceased and that we were fools. I took him 
for a kook. You know how it is. Some big thing hits the 
news and then the kooks come out and want to get in on the 
action. So I threw him out. He was stinking up the whole 
lobby with the smell of booze.” 

Staring at Harrison with obvious displeasure over what 
Kane considered a sloppy work ethic, the Chief of Police 
asked, “Did this guy give you the impression that he was 
local?” 

“T don't know, Chief. I didn’t recognize him.” 

Sitting back from his desk, Kane after a moment of 
reflection said, “If he shows up again, detain him. Take his 
statement and notify me immediately.” 

“Sure. Pll do that,” Harrison replied as he left Kane’s 
office, resentful at being called on the carpet for something 
as petty as this. But grateful to be discharged by the Police 
Chief without being subjected to an official reprimand. 

Kane sat at his desk in thought for several minutes. Then 
picked up his phone and ordered the internal surveillance 
tapes from the police department’s lobby and from the 
District Attorney’s building. Reasoning that if someone was 
going around Chamberton making wild accusations about 
the identity of the deceased girl, eventually that issue in 
the wrong hands, say, the press, could complicate the legal 
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process. Kane decided that it would be best to find out 
exactly who this guy was and what he really had to say about 
Michelle Norris. 

Then, with that in mind, he placed a call to Dana Miller 
to ask if he could see her for a few minutes to discuss the 
matter of the intruder from the previous night. 

Thirty minutes later Kane, in Dana Miller's office, was 
listening to her account of the incident at the end of which 
he asked, “Could you give me a description of this person?” 

Dana, suddenly remembering the picture, replied, “I can 
do better than that.” 

Reaching into the top drawer of her desk she pulled out 
the picture that the man had thrown at her and handed it 
over to Kane. Studying the photograph showing the man’s 
face smiling toward the camera Kane asked, “So this guy 
claimed that Michelle had the same tattoo on her back that 
he had on his arm?” 

“That’s what he said. And, as you can see, the girl in 
the picture does have a tattoo,” Dana replied. Then asked, 
“What do you think, Frank? Is this legitimate or just some 
crazy drunk?” 

Looking intently at the picture in his hand, Kane futilely 
tried to recall if the Medical Examiner’s report had listed any 
such markings on the dead girl. Then asked, “Dana, do you 
have a few minutes for a quick phone call to Dr. Rankin?” 

“Yes, Chief Kane. What can I do for you today?” Dr. 
Owen Rankin’s voice amplified by the speakerphone on 
Dana's desk inquired. 

“Dr. Rankin, I’m here in Dana Miller’s office. We have 


you on the speakérphone,” Kane explained. 

“Ah! Ms. Miller. What a pleasant surprise. How are 
you?” 

“Fine, Doctor,” replied Dana. 

“Doctor,” Kane asked while leaning toward the phone, 
“we would like to know if Michelle Norris had any markings 
on herr” 

“Well, as you know from my report, there were no 
bruises or cuts on the skin,” Rankin replied. 

“No, Doctor. ’m curious about a tattoo on her back,” 
Kane stated. 

“Tattoo!” No. There was nothing like that. No tattoos 
anywhere.” 

“Okay. Thank you, Doctor,” Kane stated as the call was 
disconnected. 

“Well, Frank. Looks like you're back to square one. Was 
that guy’s claim legitimate or was he just some crackpot?” 
Dana asked. 

“T don't know. But, for several reasons, it would be good 
to track him down,” Kane still holding the picture replied. 

As the door to the mansion opened on the fifth ring of 
the bell Jen Novak in surprise exclaimed, “Frank. I looked 
out the window at the car but didn't recognize it. Are you 
off duty?” 

Kane, pleasantly fixated on the girl, gestured toward the 
green Ford Bronco while he explained. “No. I’m the Chief 
of Police. ’m never off duty. That’s my personal vehicle. 
Sometimes when all of the department’s vehicles are on 


the road I just use my own. I have it equipped with all the 
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necessary electronic gear.” 

“Oh, I see,” Novak replied as Kane entered the house, 
then asked, “So, is this visit official business?” 

“Yes. Is Mr. Bristow available?” 

“Tm afraid not. Mr. Bristow and Leon are out right now 
at a Chamber of Commerce luncheon. Can I be of any help?” 

Calculating that information for a moment Kane said, 
“Well, okay. Is the housekeeper around?” 

“She’s upstairs doing some light cleaning. Come back 
to my office.” 

As the two entered the small office Novak quickly 
turned and putting her arms around Kane’s broad shoulders 
began to kiss him. Kane, at first surprised by her actions, 
responded in kind while both ran their hands up and down 
each other’s bodies in exploration. 

After ten minutes of this impetuous passion that 
bordered on a physical competition the two separated with 
Novak emitting almost in a growl, “God! I had to do that.” 

Kane, mental fireworks going on in his brain, struggled 
to compose himself and get back on track. “You said the 
housekeeper is upstairs?” 

“Unfortunately, yes,” Novak replied then added as she 
backed away from the Police Chief, “We better stick to 
business.” ' 

“Damn!” Kane lamented then with regret pulled a brown 
envelope from his shirt pocket. Handing over the envelope 
to Novak, Kane explained the contents and the reason for 
his visit. 

“We had an incident last night at the District Attorney's 
office. Some guy breached security. He got in the building 


and after encountering one of our assistant district attorney's 
made accusations that the Michelle Norris whose picture 
was published in the news is a fraud. He got away and right 
now we're looking for him. It’s difficult because we have 
determined that he’s not local. And, apparently, he showed 
up at the lobby of the police station initially but was turned 
away by mistake. This guy’s usually drunk and is probably 
just some minor league nut case. But I have everybody out 
looking for him, so far, with no success. The bottom line is 
that we have the killer in jail. We have the evidence on him 
and he will be tried for murder one. But we don’t need this 
other guy running around town making baseless accusations 
and potentially getting notoriety in the process. That could 
weaken the case against the real killer. Anyway, we have the 
guy’s picture in that envelope and if he shows up here or if 
you, Bristow or Dekker spot him around town don’t approach 
him at all. Just notify me immediately and the department 
will take care of that business.” 

Novak, clearly upset by this news, stammered, “Frank, 
do you think that this person could show up at our door?” 

“That’s doubtful. ’m just covering all bases,” Kane 
replied then stated, “We'll probably find this guy soon.” 

Changing the topic Novak once again putting her arms 
around Kane’s neck asked, “Frank, will I see you again soon?” 

“Well,” Kane replied, “like I said, I’m never really off 
duty. More like on call. But how about tomorrow night? Can 
you get away for a few hours?” 

“Sure. For a few hours,” Novak replied after once again 
kissing the willing Police Chief. 


“T'll call you tomorrow,” Kane replied as he left the 
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house. 
After Kane’s departure, Novak, opening the envelope, 


stared at the man’s picture. 


Chapter 14 


Checking the panel on the treadmill, noting that she 
had jogged four miles, Dana reached forward to adjust the 
speed higher for the last mile sprint to the finish. Gazing out 
the floor to ceiling windows at the parking lot filled with cars 
gleaming in the midmorning sun she thought well, so far, 
a normal Saturday morning for me. But after my workout, 
then what? For the past eighteen months her weekend 
routine had been the morning workout at the gym followed 
by the rest of her time at the farm with Nick Quinn. Now, 
three days removed from the break up with Quinn, Dana 
was faced with a sudden void in her life. 

As she methodically sprinted to an imaginary finish 
line to the sound of the humming treadmill, Dana gave 
thought to the possibility that maybe she had overreacted 
on Wednesday. Had she put too much blame on Nick for 
her own stalled career? Well, possibly. But, she felt, she was 
right in her accusation that their relationship had been just 
drifting aimlessly along. And, that he apparently preferred it 
that way. That had left her with no other option. 

As for her career, she considered that to be completely 
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at a standstill. And what was really frustrating was the fact 
that the investigation of the Norris murder and possibly the 
trial itself was apparently becoming a complicated affair. If 
the identity of the deceased came into doubt how could there 
be a clear prosecution of the accused murderer? Dana knew 
that Mike Callaghan’s hands were tied on this matter. With 
Charlie Shields as the defendant’s lawyer there was no way 
Callaghan could prosecute in court. Could Alex Tate handle 
this case in court? After eighteen months in the D.A.’s office, 
Dana had formed the opinion that with a complex scenario 
such as the Norris case seemed to be Alex Tate would become 
totally unraveled. Always confident in her own ability as well 
as her penchant for a daunting challenge, Dana felt that she 
was the only one on the District Attorney’s staff who could 
sort everything out and attain a conviction. 

After parking their respective vehicles in the parking lot 
the young couple both casually dressed were seated at a table 
on a terrace at Café le Bistro on Main Street in downtown 
Chamberton. Frank Kane looking across the small table at Jen 
Novak stated, “I’m glad you could get away for a few hours.” 
Smiling back at Kane, Novak agreed. “For a few hours. Right 
now everything with the project is getting hectic. Meetings, 
negotiations, contracts. It’s crunch time. Everything has to 
be finalized with all the partners before construction can 
begin. But I’m glad you could get some time off!” 

Laughing to himself, Kane replied, “Like I told you. I’m 
never really off.” Then holding up his cell phone said, “They 
always know where to find me.” 


“Well, then, we'll try to make the most of our time 


together,” Novak replied. 

“How long have you worked for Bristow?” Kane asked. 

“For six years.” 

“How about before that?” 

“Ah! You want my life story,” Novak, smiling, stated. 

Vesa dom 

“Okay. I grew up in California. A skinny, tall, shy kid. 
Just my mother and I.” 

“Your parents divorced?” 

“No. My father died when I was young.” 

“Tm sorry,” Kane stated then asked, “Was he sick>” 

“No. It was a boating accident.” 

“That must have been rough.” 

“I was young. It didn't affect me that much,” Novak 
replied, brushing it off. 

“Then what?” 

“I got out of high school. Went to a junior college for 
business courses. Got a job. Then got a job after that one. 
Then eventually got the job I have now.” 

“Were you involved in sports in school?” 

Laughing for a moment Novak explained, “No. Like I 
said. Tall, gangly, thin and shy. I didn't get into the gym until 
I was twenty. And that was because I worked at the gym in 
the office. For a short time, it did give me confidence. But 
then it got to be complicated.” 

“How so?” 

“My trainer had me taking steroids,” Novak replied. 
Then explained further. “After a couple of months I got 
scared and stopped taking them.” 

“Good idea,” Kane agreed. 
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“How about you, Frank? What’s your life story?” 

“High school. Marine Corps for eight years. Always 
wanted to be a cop so I came back home. Joined the force. 
Then eighteen months ago took over as Chief here.” 

“Were you ever married?” Novak inquired. 

“Not yet. How about you?” 

“No. I was involved with my trainer for three years. But 
that ended.” 

“How come?” 

“T already told you. He wanted me to keep taking 
steroids.” 

“Good choice,” Kane affirmed while toasting the girl 
with his drink. 

Kane, changing topics, asked, “Your boss, Mr. Bristow, 
what is his background and what exactly is this business 
project in Chamberton all about?” 

Momentarily adjusting her glasses as she leaned toward 
Kane, Novak explained, “Mr. Bristow was involved in the film 
industry for forty years. First, as an actor, then he switched 
over to writing screenplays for movies and some television. 
From there he got involved in the production end of the 
business. About twenty-five years ago he was nominated for 
an Oscar or should I say a picture he was involved with as a 
screenwriter and associate producer was nominated. Anyway, 
with all his experience he’s very knowledgeable about the 
film business. 

For about seven years now he hasn't been active in the 
entertainment industry. But he’s well known and still has a 


grasp of the business as well as the contacts to facilitate film 
production.” 


Kane then asked, “Why the interest in Chamberton 
and this county? Seems like a long way from Hollywood.” 

“The film business has changed,” Novak quickly 
explained. “Film productions are conducted in locations 
all over the world and quite often at a cheaper cost than 
California. New York, Chicago, Atlanta, Florida. Just about 
anywhere else can offer a better deal for production costs 
than Hollywood at this point. And it’s really a win win. The 
film companies, through tax incentives from these locations 
and cheaper land as well as production costs, win. And the 
locations win because the film production brings job growth 
and revenue to the local economy. Mr. Bristow’s business 
plan is different because it’s not just one or two films but an 
actual permanent film studio for a year round operation. Mr. 
Bristow has invested a large amount of money. But, to get 
the project completed, up and running, investors and several 
major partners are needed. That’s why we’ve been here for 
the past two months. Mr. Bristow has been putting down 
roots in the community and recruiting limited partners.” 

“I see,” Kane said as he sat back in his chair sipping his 
drink in contemplation then asked, “How long has his niece 
Michelle lived with him?” 

“About three years.” 

“And I believe you told me that she was showing horses 
out in California?” Kane pointedly asked. 

“Yes. Michelle was an excellent rider. She competed on 
the jumper circuit.” 

“Did she bring horses here from the West Coast?” 

Shaking her head in denial Novak explained, “No. 


Michelle competed on a horse that Mr. Bristow owned as 
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an investment. When he decided to move to Pennsylvania 
to initiate his plan for the film studio he liquidated certain 
assets. 

“So that’s how Michelle came to the Louden farm?” 

“Well, yes. It provided her with an activity she enjoyed. 
Mr. Bristow was very good to her.” 

“How well did you really know Michelle?” 

“What do you mean, Frank?” Novak hesitantly asked. 

“Were you good friends? Did you talk extensively with 
her? Share confidences?” 

“Not really. ’'m just an employee. I mean, she was 
pleasant enough. But I can’t say we were really close.” Then 
hurriedly asked, “Where are you going with this, Frank?” 

“Just looking at all angles,” Kane admitted. 

“You dont really think that person you told me about was 
right about Michelle being a fraud?” Novak now seemingly 
upset asked. 

Shrugging to the girl Kane replied, “Like I said, just 
considering all the angles. That’s all.” 

Now, changing the topic, Novak asked, “Where do you 
live, Frank? Do you own a house?” 

“IT own a condo about fifteen minutes from here on the 
north side of Chamberton.” 

“Td like to see it sometime.” 

“Sure. If you have time tonight, I'll take you there,” 
Kane offered. 

Checking her watch Novak suggested, “Okay. But I'll 
follow you in my car.” 


** KOK 


The man entering the black sedan adjusted himself in 


the driver’s seat and after a quick glance at the bar half a 
block down the street began to text the message. “You were 
right. Took me about three hours but I think I found him. 
He seems to be on a pub crawl going from one bar to another. 
Seems to be on foot. Right now at the Happy Hour Sports 
Bar at Sixth and Main on the eastern edge of Chamberton. 
Advise!” 

Barry Gegner slowly lifted his head at the flickering 
lights on the ceiling above the bar. Last call had come and 
gone. Now, at two in the morning, the two bartenders were 
no longer serving drinks as they began to clean up their 
work space while the few remaining customers began to 
reluctantly shuffle toward the door. Sliding slowly off the bar 
stool, Gegner, thoroughly drunk, followed his fellow patrons 
out into the night air and the sparsely populated parking lot. 

As the others deliberated over the choice of whether to 
drive under the influence or walk, Gegner, wheeling to his 
right to get his bearings, began to slowly stagger down the 
street toward the eastern edge of town. 

Having checked out of the motel on Friday, due to a 
lack of funds, Gegner was now sleeping in his car, which was 
currently parked behind a strip mall on the edge of town. 

Despite the massive amount of alcohol he had 
consumed while visiting four different bars in the past seven 
hours, Gegner, an experienced drunk going back to his teens, 
had just enough consciousness to contemplate his current 
situation in life. And that reality accounted for the surly 
mood he currently exhibited. 

Staggering down Main Street in the dark, periodically 


103 


104 


stumbling on the uneven sidewalk, then, drifting to his 
right into the road itself, Gegner’s alcohol fogged brain 
managed to process the fact that the road was an easier route 
to the strip mall and stuck with that plan. Now, on a more 
comfortable surface, his jumbled thought process turned to 
Michelle. After all this time. After everything she had done 
to ruin his life to be this close and still be unable to find 
her had him drowning in a combination of rage, frustration, 
and the ultimate helplessness that had typified his entire 
life. Mumbling to himself as he staggered along the road 
while occasionally drifting toward the center in the darkness 
Geegner, in frustration, asked, “Where the hell is she? Not 
in the morgue. I don't know who that is. So what is she up 
to? No good! | know that. Who is she scamming this time? 
‘That Bristow guy? Why don't the fools in this town believe 
me? Stupid people! They'll be sorry. She'll ruin them all. Just 
like she ruined me. They'll all be sorry. Yeah. Ruined. Just 
likeane.: 

Twenty yards further along Gegner, engrossed in his 
attempt to follow the white line in the street while he also 
dealt with his life of failure and frustration, took no notice 
of the sudden squeal of tires as the large vehicle quickly 
accelerated and raced toward him in the darkness. 

Turning his head to the left at the last second, with 
no time to process what was happening, Gegner absorbed 
the violent impact which threw his body right out of his 
shoes twenty five feet further along Main Street. Laying in 
the middle of the road, still on the white line center point, 
Gegner, his life ebbing away, had no knowledge of the fact 
that the large vehicle had come to a screeching stop forty 


yards away, thenyquickly turned around to once again run 
over him at a speed of sixty miles an hour before it faded 


away into the darkness. 
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Chapter 15 


Rolling to his left, as he reluctantly climbed out of the 
depth of a deep sleep, Kane reached toward his cell phone 
on the night table just as the persistent ringing stopped. 
Grasping the phone as he lay back down, struggling to 
focus on the caller ID, he noted the time at five thirty in the 
morning. Momentarily contemplating the fact that he had 
only been asleep for a little over four hours Kane thought to 
himself, well worth it! Lying in bed still with his cell phone 
in hand, while realizing that the call had been initiated by 
the Chamberton Police Department, Kane took several 
minutes to reflect on the events of the previous evening. Jen 
Novak’s innocent request had apparently been anything but 
that. His own motivation had been just to spend more time 
with the girl. Not that he hadn't briefly fantasized about 
the possibilities. After leading the way in his Ford Bronco, 
Kane, upon arriving at his condo, had directed Novak to his 
assigned parking space while he parked at the edge of the 
lot. After the basic tour of his home and several minutes of 
inane conversation Kane had offered the girl a drink. Then 


as Kane, who had been facing the kitchen counter preparing 


the drink, began*to turn toward Novak in the living room, 
the light went out and he turned to see the girl standing ten 
feet from him, her body a naked silhouette in the shadows 
as she said, “Frank.” Within seconds the two had practically 
crashed into each other in a wild embrace as Kane, lifting the 
five-foot-eleven woman off her feet as she wrapped her legs 
around his waist, carried her off to his bedroom. To Kane 
the following three hours consisted of much more than sex 
or even lust. Lying in his bed now over four hours after the 
girl had left Kane realized that the whole experience had 
somehow taken on the characteristics of a competition of 
strength between two athletes, each trying to dominate the 
other. 

Shaking his head, and then smiling to himself as he sat 
up on the side of the bed, Kane thought to himself, I want 
more of this woman. Then taking a deep breath to clear his 
mind, Kane pressed the call back button on his cell phone. 

“Chamberton Police,” the voice of Jerry Thornton 


answered. 
“Thornton, it’s Chief Kane. You called me.” 


“Yeah, Chief. Worther told me to get a hold of you. 
We're at the scene of a hit and run accident.” 

“Where?” 

“We're at Sixth and Main, on the east side of town. It 
was discovered by Officer McGrath on patrol around four 
this morning, sir. Sergeant Worther thinks that you need to 
see this right away.” 

“Is the victim dead, Jerry?” Kane rising from the side of 
the bed asked. 

“Oh yeah!” Thornton emphatically replied then added, 
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“It’s more than that, Chief. That’s why Worther wants you 
here. There’s blood all over the place. Worther thinks the 
victim was run over twice. And Chief, we’re not totally 
positive on an I.D. but from the look of the victim’s clothes...” 
Hesitating for a moment Thornton then said, “Well, it’s a 
mess here but the clothes the victim was wearing match up 
with the guy you've been looking for.” 

“I'm on the way,” Kane quickly replied as he walked 
toward the bathroom for a quick shower. 

Fifteen minutes later, Kane, now showered and in 
uniform, quickly walked down the five stairs from his condo, 
glancing momentarily at the empty space that had been 
occupied last night by Jen Novak's car. 

Initially not noticing anything different in the early 
morning light, Kane, as he closed within ten feet of his 
vehicle, realized that something did not look right. The 
odd tilt of the front hood set off a mental alarm. He slowly 
bypassed the driver’s side door. Then walked around the front 
of the car in wary curiosity to discover the unexplainable 
damage to the large vehicle. While still drivable the right 
front headlight was smashed and the hood and grill were 
also damaged. As Kane leaned closer he could see the red 
spots on the hood as well as larger spots on the front grill 
and tires. Stepping back in disbelief Kane, slowly reaching 
for his cell phone, pressed the speed dial button. 

“Worther. It’s Kane. Send a vehicle to my address. | 
need to be picked up.” 

At eight o'clock on Sunday morning Susan Callaghan 


got out of bed and slipping on a robe went downstairs looking 


for her husband.At the bottom of the stairs as she turned 
left toward the kitchen she could smell the aroma of brewed 
coffee and to her right in the family room spied Mike on the 
couch with a steaming cup at his side engrossed in a file he 
had apparently brought home from work on Friday night. 

“How long have you been up?” Susan inquired as she 
entered the room. 

“About an hour,” Callaghan absently replied. 

“Before you get too caught up with whatever that is 
don't forget that you have to take Mike, Jr. to hockey practice 
in two hours.” 

Lifting his face from the folder then refocusing toward 
his wife Callaghan replied, “Yeah, I know,” then perplexed 
asked, “Why does he have a practice scheduled for a Sunday 
morning in April?” 

“Because try outs are over and the coach replaced half of 
the team with new kids which means they have to get used 
to playing together.” 

“Well, when I played, practice was always in the 
afternoon after school and never in April.” 

“Yes. Well, you played back in the Stone Age. Things 
are more organized now,” Susan sarcastically explained. 
Then in curiosity asked, ‘So what do you have there that’s so 
important?” 

“The file on the Norris murder,” Callaghan taking a sip 
of his coffee explained. 

“T thought that was assigned to Alex Tate,” Susan said. 
Then knowing her husband’s mindset added, “Oh. I see. 
You're monitoring his work.” 


“Damn right,” Callaghan absently replied while focusing 
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again on the folder in front of him 

“Well, if you can't trust Alex to get the job done why 
didn’t you just assign the case to someone else? You've 
got nine other lawyers on staff. And I can think of one in 
particular who would do an outstanding job.” 

Slowly looking up again to his wife, Callaghan in mild 
irritation said, “Don't go there, Sue.” 

“Come on, Mike,” Susan chided. “You know you like 
her. And you know she would do a good job.” 

“She’s a lot of trouble,” Callaghan shaking his head 
replied. Then explained, “Alex is the first assistant district 
attorney. I have to assign the damn thing to him since | can’t 
prosecute.” 

“And that’s what has you really annoyed. You want to 
prosecute this case. But, because of the conflict of interest 
implication, you can't.” 

“And whose fault is that?” Callaghan complained. 

“Well, your Uncle Charlie likes to take on pro bono 
work.” 

“Tm not talking about Charlie. ’m talking about Nick,” 
Callaghan raising his voice replied. 

Mildly rolling her eyes at her husband’s usual rant 
about his cousin, Susan countered, “I don’t need to listen 
to your complaints about the existence of‘ Nick Quinn on a 
Sunday morning. So you let Alex Tate, who you don’t trust, 
prosecute the case. And, of course, you'll be spending a lot 
of time looking over his shoulder every step of the way. But 
I'm telling you Dana would do a much better job. And right 
now she could use a substantial assignment to get her mind 
off everything else.” 


Raising his head, Callaghan curious about that statement 
asked, “Everything else? Like what?” 

Now trapped in the conversation Susan reluctantly 
explained, “Dana broke up with Nick the other day.” 

“Well!” Callaghan in surprise at this news stated. 
Followed by, “There’s hope for her after all!” 

Emitting a sigh of frustration, Susan turned toward the 
kitchen and left the room thinking the men in this family 
are all blockheads. 

Five minutes later at the ring of the phone Susan 
summoned her husband to the kitchen. “It’s Frank Kane. It’s 
something important. He needs to talk to you.” 

While Susan went about the business of making breakfast 
for her family, Mike Callaghan spent fifteen minutes on the 
phone in earnest conversation, for the most part, listening 
to whatever Kane was relaying. “Are you sure it’s the same 
guy? Did you call forensics to go over the vehicle? What's 
the timeline? Where were you?” Then, finally, instructing the 
Police Chief, “I want Sergeant Worther to coordinate the 
crime scene investigation and I want a positive ID on the 
guy as well as evidence from the car by tomorrow.” 

As Callaghan hung up the phone and stood slowly, 
sipping coffee in the middle of the kitchen in deep 
contemplation, Susan asked, “What's going on, Mike?” 

Slowly looking to his wife Callaghan replied, “I think 


that murder trial has just gotten more complicated.” 
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Chapter 16 


“Nick, I’ve run all the tests on this guy that I can and 
the only thing I’ve come up with is that he has a digestive 
problem. It’s not life threatening. At least not at his age. He’s 
only seventeen. More of a nuisance for him and you.” 

“You've got that right, Doc,” Quinn exclaimed. “Check 
out his stall.” 

Leading Dr. Dorney down the row of stalls Quinn, 
stopping at the last one, pointed to the black horse quietly 
facing the wall and the mess surrounding him on the straw 
of the stall’s floor. 

“Yeah. Well, the tests indicate an intestinal problem. It’s 
probably genetic in nature. Comes on with age. The bottom 
line, Nick, is that he just doesn’t digest food well at this point. 
And he retains too much water. Eventually it’s got to come 
out.” 

“Yeah. Like all over his stall as well as the aisles in 
the barn. Not to mention his sheet and blanket,” Quinn 
lamented. 

“Okay. So we've tried three different types of grain. 
We've also tried different blends of hay. I’ve run all the tests 


possible. Now the only thing, and I mean the last option, we 
can try is a drug called atropine.” 

“What’s that, Doc?” Quinn asked as he and the vet 
walked back toward the center of the barn. 

“Well, this one’s a little controversial,” Dr. Dorney 
explained. “Atropine is not really a medication for equines. 
It’s used primarily for cattle.” 

“Is that legal, Doc?” Quinn asked. 

“Well, let’s just say it’s not normally used.” 

Briefly pondering that, Quinn, realizing that the vet 
was pushing the edge of the ethical envelope solely for the 
purpose of helping him out, said, “Okay. Let’s give it a try.” 

“Tl start you out with a week’s supply. We'll try it and 
see how it goes,” Dorney said. Then glancing around the barn 
at the other horses in their stalls commented, “Like I said 
the other day, Nick. They’re all getting old. More problems 
like this will crop up.” 

“Yeah. I know, Doc,” Quinn agreed as another voice 
from the wide center door of the barn said, “Patron.” 

As Quinn and the veterinarian both turned in his 
direction, Junior announced, “She’s doir’ it again. Walking 
down the road.” 

“What is she wearing, Junior?” Quinn with a pained 
expression on his face asked. 

“I dunno. Looks like a bathrobe with a shower cap on 
her head. And she got an umbrella opened up. And it ain't 
even raining.” 

As Dr. Dorney looked on in confusion, Quinn dashed 
out of the barn toward his pickup truck, while Junior, 


shrugging at Dorney, explained, “Miss Nettie sometimes 


sare! 


114 


goes out for walks down the road. But sometimes she forgets 
to put on enough clothes.” 

“Where does she think she’s going?” Dorney asked. 

“I dunno. Something about a palazzo. Patron thinks 
she’s talking about something in Spain from years ago. I 
think she’s just loco.” 

eek 

Seated at his desk on Monday afternoon Michael 
Callaghan, with a pained expression on his face, answered 
the phone on the second ring. 

“Okay, Sergeant Worther. What do you have so far?” 

Hesitating for a moment, Worther then proceeded 
to relay the evidence accumulated thus far to the District 
Attorney. 

“Dr. Rankin estimates the time of death at around two 
fifty in the morning, sir. And the victim died of massive 
blunt force trauma from the impact. Also, the victim most 
likely was run over twice.” 

Wincing at that news Callaghan asked, “So Rankin’s 
opinion indicates that this was most likely an execution, not 
a random accident?” 

“Yes, sir. That will be in his report.” 

“And Kane claims that he was asleep during that time 
period?” 

“Yes, sir. From around one in the morning until Officer 
Thornton called him at five thirty,” Worther confirmed. 

“And Kane discovered the damage to his vehicle around 
six when he went outside his house to meet you at the crime 
scene?” 


“Yes, sir. That’s when he called me.” 


“Do we have any I.D. on the victim?” 

“Yes, sir. An expired New Jersey license with an address 
in Hackensack. The victim’s name was Barry Gegner. Thirty- 
one years old.” 

“And apparently this was the same guy who breached 
security in this building on Thursday,” Callaghan pressed. 

“The I.D. is difficult because of the victim’s condition. 
But the clothing matches up with the guy in the surveillance 
tapes,” Worther confirmed. 

“And Kane had made it a priority to locate this person 
for the last few days?” 

“Yes, sir. The Chief was concerned about the accusations 
the victim, Gegner, was making about the identity of the 
Norris girl. He wanted to talk to him.” 

“Did you tow Kane’s vehicle to the police garage?” 

“Yes, sir. Forensics is working on that now. Looking for 
prints.” 

“Good. Call me immediately when you have results. 
Where is Kane now?” , 

“In his office with the door shut, sir,” Worther replied. 

“Keep him there. And get back to me about any prints,” 
Callaghan instructed as he hung up. 

Five minutes later, as Callaghan pondered the possibility 
of his lead witness for the prosecution in the Norris murder 
trial being indicted for vehicular homicide, his phone rang 
and Marti, his secretary, informed him that Tom Schuller, 
the editor of the Chamberton Press, wanted to talk to him. 

“Tell him I’m tied up in meetings all afternoon,” 
Callaghan gruffly replied. 

Well, the word is getting around Callaghan thought as 


TiS 


he sat back from his desk then gave thought to the potential 
irony of Tom Schuller’s call. Several months prior, the 
Chamberton Press had wholeheartedly endorsed him in his 
reelection bid for District Attorney. Now, somehow, Schuller, 
apparently aware of Frank Kane’s possible involvement in a 
murder, was lurking around like a shark smelling blood in the 
water. Forget the glowing endorsements several months ago. 
Now, with a potential scandal involving Callaghan’s hand- 
picked choice as Police Chief, all bets were off. Schuller would 
not be put off. By tomorrow Callaghan would no doubt be 
seeing the newsman at his office door questions at the ready. 
And it would fall one of two ways. If the Police Chief’s car 
had been stolen, Kane, and by association, Callaghan, would 
be portrayed as incompetent at the least. Worse than that, 
if the vehicle could not be conclusively proved to be stolen, 
a full blown scandal would ensue. And the press would be 
relentless in their efforts to ruin Kane’s career as well as 
inflict major damage to Callaghan’. 

Entering her office late in the afternoon Dana tossed 
her handbag aside as she sat at her desk and methodically 
removed several folders from her briefcase placing them in 
order. As she opened the first one to review and add final 
comments on the proceedings in court an urgent voice from 
the opened door distracted her thoughts. 

Dana!’ 

Looking up to see Ben Friedland leaning into her office 
she replied, “Hey, Benny.” 

“How did it go in court today?” 

“Two probations. One plea bargain. I’m probably 


becoming the queen of split decisions and no outright 
convictions. There must be a record for that. Maybe I could 
set some sort of record for this month in that area,” Dana 
sarcastically replied then inquired, “How was your day, 
Benny?” 

“Oh, my day was okay.” Then leaning further toward 
her in a conspiratorial manner added, “But all hell has been 
happening here since this morning.” 

“What’s going on?” Dana, now curious, asked. 

“You know that hit and run that occurred on Saturday 
nightr” 

“Yeah. Over on the edge of town.” 

“Well, the guy that got killed was the same one that 
came to the building on Thursday night. You know. The guy 
you talked to,” Friedland gushed. 

“Really?” 

“But that’s not the big story,” Friedland excitedly 
continued. “Apparently the vehicle that killed the guy 
belongs to Chief Kane who was making a big deal about 
finding the guy all weekend.” 

Stunned by this news Dana sat back in her chair while 
she processed this information then asked, “Somebody stole 
the Police Chief’s car?” 

“That’s it,” Friedland quickly gushed. “They don’t 
know yet. Maybe Kane killed the guy. Forensics has the car. 
They’re looking for evidence. The police department as well 
as Callaghan are in an uproar over this.” 

Giving Friedland a long, steady look Dana, with 


conviction, stated, “Frank Kane would never do that.” 
ok Ok OK 
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Callaghan, at his desk at six that evening, took the call 
immediately. 

“Mr. Callaghan. It’s Sergeant Worther. There were a lot 
of smudges on the steering wheel and gear shift. But the 
only prints found were Kane’s.” 


Chapter 17 


While the District Attorney was receiving the forensics 
report from Sergeant Worther, Dana Miller, having first 
called Susan Callaghan to beg off on the weekly Monday 
night dinner, then placing a call to Dr. Rankin, entered the 
county morgue. 

Entering the Coroner’s office, Dana offered an apology 
for her sudden request given the fact that she knew Dr. 
Rankin was extremely busy right now. 

Rising from his desk, the tall, elderly man, whose 
genuine warmth of personality, was in total contrast to the 
grim nature of his job, replied, “Nonsense. It has been a 
rather hectic day. But it’s always a pleasure to see you. Even 
under such odd circumstances.” ‘Then still smiling Rankin 
inquired, “Have you been assigned to this hit and run case?” 

Dana hedging a bit in her answer replied, “Well, not 
really, Doctor. But apparently the victim is the same person 
who breached security at the Justice Building last Thursday 
and approached me making accusations about the identity 
of the Norris girl.” 

“Ah, yes. I heard about that,” Rankin replied then posed 
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the question, “The business about the tattoo? As I informed 
you and Chief Kane, the girl we have here in our morgue has 
no markings at all.” 

Hesitating for a moment Dana then explained the 
nature of her somewhat odd request. “I understand, Doctor, 
but the man who made those accusations in my office also 
showed me a picture of himself and a red haired woman 
that he claimed was the real Michelle Norris. And they both 
had the same tattoo. His on his arm and the girl’s a smaller 
version on her back between her shoulder blades.” 

Staring at Dana over his glasses with a benign smile, 
Rankin stated, “And you would like to visually verify the fact 
that the girl we currently have in our morgue does not have 
the aforementioned tattoo, thereby possibly giving credence 
to the deceased man’s claim.” 

“Well, yes, Doctor,” Dana affirmed. 

Continuing to smile at the young attorney, Rankin 
stated, “Ms. Miller, your reputation for having an inquisitive 
nature and your tenacity to follow through with that are well 
noted. But, if you actually want to view the remains of the 
two deceased residents of this establishment, I should warn 
you in advance that the girl is serene in her final slumber. The 
gentleman is a different story altogether. The apt description 
would be gruesome. Extensive damage was done to that 
poor soul. And, is Mr. Callaghan aware of your interest in 
this issue?” 

“Doctor, you're right. I am, as you say, inquisitive in 
nature and yes, I am aggressive. But more to the point, there 
is no way, in my opinion, that Frank Kane murdered that 
man. And I owe Frank. He saved my life last year,” Dana 
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replied. 

After a failnute of deliberation Dr. Rankin motioned for 
Dana to follow him. As the two walked along toward the 
morgue’s lab, Rankin said, “Very well, Ms. Miller. Now, I 
believe you are around one hundred and twenty-five pounds 
and roughly five-feet-nine in height. Am I correct?” 

“Right on the money, Doctor. Why do you ask?” 

“Because I’m formulating a plan. I’m fit for my age. But 
I don't relish the thought of attempting to pick you up off 
the floor should you pass out. Therefore, I will have a chair at 
the ready as well as a bottle of ammonia. Smelling salts you 
might say. I’m also only going to show you the gentleman’s 
arm which remarkably is still intact, fully exhibiting the 
infamous tattoo.” 

“Sounds good,” Dana replied as they entered the lab 
and she inadvertently began to feel tense at the sight of the 
refrigerated cubicles that contained the remains of the two 
victims. Approaching the waist high door of the first cubicle 
Rankin, opening the door, rolled out the deceased girl while 
announcing, “Here we have Ms. Michelle Norris. Well, we 
presume her to be Ms. Norris.” 

Grasping the torso of the deceased girl Rankin gently 
turned the body, allowing Dana to view the girl’s back, which 
exhibited no markings of any sort. 

Dana, in the midst of this surreal experience, fought to 
keep her train of thought while also making a point to note 
the exact color tone of the girl’s red hair. Did it match the 
girl in the picture that the man had shown her? 

Finished with the first victim Dr. Rankin, after closing 
the door to the cubicle, stepped five feet to his left and 
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opened another door and rolled out the remains of the man. 
Then, after checking with Dana to see how she was handling 
the impact of this procedure, Rankin gently retrieved the 
man’s arm from beneath the sheet that covered the mangled 
remains on the slab. 

Dana, fighting through a sensation of dizziness and 
potential nausea, once again viewed the curled snake tattoo 
on the now deceased man’s bicep. Stepping away and turning 
toward the laboratory’s door Dana, in a gasp, said, “Thank 
you, Doctor.” 

ee 

Susan Callaghan, after ushering her two children off 
to bed, joined her husband who had arrived home an hour 
before, eaten a quick dinner, and now was on the back deck 
of the house beer in hand gazing blankly into the dark. 

“Having a rough week?” she inquired while taking a sip 
of his beer.” 

“You bet,” he vaguely replied then asked, “What’s new 
on the home front?” 

“Mike’s looking good at hockey practice. The team’s 
coming together. I think the coach is considering making 
him team captain this year.” 

“Mmm,” Callaghan replied in satisfaction as he took a 
celebratory sip from the bottle. 

“And Liz is riding beautifully but her trainer thinks she 
should upgrade her mount. Barbara says the pony Liz has 
been riding is getting too old to show with success. She says 
with a younger, better pony Liz could consistently win at the 
shows this summer.” 


Turning toward his wife with a sour look on his face 


Callaghan said, “And I suppose if we purchased a pony good 
old Barbara would make a nice commission on the deal.” 

“Well, yes. That’s customary.” 

“Right,” Callaghan sarcastically replied then added, 
“Does Barbara realize that I’m only a public servant. Not 
exactly filthy rich like the parents of the other kids that Liz 
consistently beats now.” 

“I suppose,” Susan wistfully replied. 

Shifting in his chair in irritation Callaghan theorized. 
“Okay. Purchasing a pony is out of the question. Look into 
a shared lease. That’s cheaper. As it is you still have to share 
the bills on the upkeep for the animal.” 

Rolling her eyes in resignation Susan agreed. “I'll talk 
to Barbara tomorrow. By the way, you've been staring at that 
tree in the yard for over an hour now. Are things really that 
bade” 

“Yeah. And it’s going to get worse,” Callaghan, taking 
another sip from his beer, replied. 

“There’s no way Kane is guilty of murder,” Susan 
declared. 

“Hell. I know that!” Callaghan agreed. “But right now 
all the evidence points directly to him. And now I’ve got 
to deal with Tom Schuller from the Chamberton Press. He 
wants to see me tomorrow morning, first thing. Wants the 
real story.” 

“What are you going to tell him?” 

“Tm going to tell him it’s an ongoing investigation. 
What else can I tell him? Right now I don’t know what the 
hell’s going on.” 

“Who do you have leading the investigation?” 
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“Sergeant Worther,” Callaghan replied. 

“Can he handle it?” 

“He’s apparently a good cop. Efficient. But something 
this complex? Probably not. My only other option is to bring 
in the State Police. That would give the boys in Harrisburg 
at lot of laughs, I’m sure. I’m not exactly popular there, you 
know,” Callaghan ruefully admitted. 

Thinking over that reality Susan, throwing caution 
aside, stated, “Well, there is another option you know.” 

Stopping in mid sip from his beer, Callaghan, turning 
toward his wife, snapped, “Don’t go there!” 

“Just an idea!” she countered. 

“I offered him a job as a special investigator for the 
county with salary on an as needed basis last year and the 
jerk turned me down. The hell with him!” 

“Well, you know what, Mike? If you don’t get ahead of 
this, Kane, who I’m sure is innocent, will wind up in jail and 
your career will be shot to hell in the process. And yeah, I 
know you don't like Nick around. But face it. He’s the best 
chance you've got to figure this mess out and clean it up. And 
think of this. Kane saved his life last year. He owes him.” 

“So you've got that all figured out?” 

“Yeah. Good advice. Free of charge. Mull it over for a 


while and then come to bed.” 


Chapter 18 


Entering the District Attorney’s office, Tom Schuller, 
while taking a seat opposite Mike Callaghan, stated, “Thanks 
for making the time to see me this morning.” 

“Well, it is pretty hectic around here right now. But, no 
problem, Tom,” Callaghan replied. 

“This recent development is big news. And the press 
does have questions as well as some information you may 
not be aware of,” Schuller stated. 

Sitting back in his chair Callaghan, bracing for an 
obviously uncomfortable experience, said, “Fire away.” 

“First off, you should know that this Barry Gegner paid 
a visit to the paper last Thursday. Just walked into our lobby 
around one oclock ranting about the identity of the girl 
you have in the morgue. He kept claiming that she was not 
Michelle Norris. According to Eleanor, our receptionist, and 
several others at the scene, Gegner appeared to be slightly 
drunk and extremely agitated over the issue.” 

Momentarily caught off guard at this news, Callaghan, 
after hesitating, asked, “So what happened at the paper?” 

“We turned him away,” Schuller admitted. “The guy was 
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coming on like a lunatic. We almost had to physically throw 
him out. The incident ended with him being directed to the 
police building.” 

Nodding his head in affirmation, Callaghan confirmed, 
“And that’s what happened. Unfortunately, the desk officer 
made the same determination. Probably based on the man’s 
appearance and behavior and also turned him away. Then 
later, Gegner breached security here at the Justice Building 
and approached one of my assistant district attorney’s with 
the same story.” 

“What came of that?” 

“At the time, nothing. The attorney called security and 
during that process Gegner fled the building,” Callaghan 
explained. 

“And after that incident that’s when Chief Kane started 
to take an interest in tracking Gegner down?” Schuller asked. 

Staring at the newspaperman as he thought, okay here 
we go, Callaghan answered, “This Gegner was making the 
rounds basically disturbing the peace. Seeking access to 
secured buildings. Of course Chief Kane would take an 
interest.” 

“So you don't think Kane had a personal agenda in this 
matter?” 

“Not in the least. Gegner was a total stranger. Kane was 
just doing his job,” Callaghan affirmed. 

“Where is Chief Kane now?” 

“Chief Kane is on administrative leave. That’s standard 
procedure in a matter of this sort until we finalize our 
investigation.” 


“And the accused murderer of Michelle Norris, this 


Felipé Sanchez, is still in jail?” Schuller pressed on. 

“That's correct,” Callaghan stated then added, “He’s 
awaiting a trial date.” 

“And the evidence against Sanchez is conclusive?” 

“Correct. All in place,” Callaghan agreed. 

“And the lead investigator in the Norris murder was 
Chief Kane? And this was the young man’s first major crime 
investigation?” 

Hesitating a moment, while he processed where he 
thought Schuller was going in this conversation, Callaghan 
then slowly replied, “Yes. This was Chief Kane’s first major 
investigation.” Then snapped at the reporter, “Exactly where 
are you trying to go with this?” 

“Tm posing the question. Did Chief Kane, who is a 
young man in a position that requires a high level of maturity, 
feel threatened by Gegner’s accusations? And, in an effort to 
protect his first big success, willfully track down the man to 
eliminate him?” 

Leaning forward on his desk with an ice cold stare at 
Schuller, Callaghan stated, “You're not posing a question. 
You're posing a theory. A theory that, at this point, is baseless. 
This matter is under full investigation. Until the investigation 
is finalized I have no other comment on the matter.” 

“That’s it?” an incredulous Schuller asked. 

“That’s it,” Callaghan replied. Then added, “When | 
know, you'll know. Now I have work to do, so this interview 
is completed.” 

As the reporter, insulted by the abrupt dismissal, left his 
office Callaghan mumbled to himself, “Well, now the line 
has been drawn. God bless the press.” 
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* kK OK 


By mid-afternoon Dana Miller, in her office with the 
door closed, was staring at the picture of Barry Gegner with 
the red haired mystery woman, which she had received upon 
request via email from Sergeant Worther. 

While engrossed in an attempt to compare the color 
tone of the red-blonde hair in the picture with that of the 
deceased girl that she had viewed in the morgue the previous 
night, her desk phone rang. 

Absently picking up the phone while still preoccupied 
by the picture on her desk she was jolted to the present by 
Marti, the District Attorney’s secretary, who informed her 
that Callaghan wanted to see her in his office immediately. 

Ten minutes later, entering the District Attorney’s office 
to find Callaghan standing behind his desk looking out the 
window, Dana asked, “You wanted to see me?” 

Turning slowly around to face her Callaghan asked, 
“What’s new?” 

Confused by his question, given the fact that he had 
just assigned two new cases to her that morning and wary 
of the ominous look she was receiving from Callaghan, 
Dana replied, “I’ve been reviewing the police reports on the 
burglary and the convenience store robbery.” 

Cutting her off, Callaghan taking a step forward now 
with his hands placed on the back of his chair abruptly asked, 
“What about the picture?” 

Realizing that the District Attorney was aware of her 
actions and that she had been caught red handed, Dana 
nonetheless replied, “Picture?” 


Stepping around the chair, Callaghan, picking up a 


sheet of paper, held a copy of the same picture that Dana 
had just been viewing in her office. “Yeah. This picture. The 
one that Gegner gave you and that you turned over to Kane. 
The one you had Worther email to you today. Now tell me 
what are you up to?” 

“Mike, you know Kane didn’t kill Gegner. Something’s 
going on here. Why would Gegner suddenly show up and 
start claiming that the girl in the morgue isn't Michelle 
Norris? What would he have to gain from that? There are 
too many questions here. Kane knows that. That’s why he 
was looking for Gegner the last couple of days. Maybe 
somebody wanted Kane out of the way before he could get 
to the truth.” 

Callaghan, his voice now booming, countered, “Nice 
theory. But did you stop to consider that maybe somebody 
wanted the lead investigator in the Norris murder out of the 
way, discredited, to get Sanchez off? And, more importantly, 
right now [ve got two murders to deal with. That means 
two police investigations, as well as the damn press all over 
this, foaming at the mouth to expose a scandal. I don’t need 
you going rogue and sticking your nose in the middle of 
everything. Do you understand? Now go back to your job.” 

Stalking out of the D.A.’s office, slamming the door 
behind her in the process, Dana looking at Marti said, “I 
don’t know how you put up with him” 

Marti, turning toward her, pulled something out of her 
left ear and matter of factly replied, “Earplugs.” 

At his desk, Callaghan placed a call to the Chamberton 
Police Department. “Sergeant Worther, can I help you?” the 


voice replied. 
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“Worther. It’s Callaghan. Anything more on the 
vehicle?” 

“Forensics has been all over Kane’s Bronco twice, Mr. 
Callaghan. Other than his prints and those smudges nothing 
of any use.” 

“Nothing that can be tested for DNA? Hair or 
something?” Callaghan hopefully inquired. 

“Not a thing, sir.” 

“How about street surveillance tapes?” 

“Three cameras on Main Street picked up the vehicle 
traveling east at approximately two ten in the morning. Then 
back to the west at five after three. But the pictures aren't 
clear enough to tell who was driving.” 

“Damn it!” Callaghan exclaimed while disconnecting 
the call. Sitting back from his desk, his right hand to his 
forehead which he absently tapped with an index finger, 
Callaghan reviewed the entire dilemma facing him. The 
Norris murder. The actual identity of the dead girl, if indeed 
that really was an issue. The Gegner murder, apparently an 
execution. Why did that happen? And why would someone 
want to frame the Chief of Police? Grudgingly, Callaghan 
admitted that Dana Miller’s theory had merit. So did the 
possibility that someone wanted Chief Kane out of the 
way to weaken the case against Sanchez. And were the two 
crimes even related? 

Then, growling to himself at the stark realization that the 
Chamberton Police as well as his own Justice Department 
were over matched with this complex situation, Callaghan 
with bitter resignation picked up his cell phone and pressed 
the speed dial button. 


“Walker’s Way,” answered a heavily accented voice. 

“Who's this2” Callaghan asked. 

“Junior,” the person replied. 

“Junior?” 

“Yeah. Wadda you wan?” the voice asked. 

“I want to talk to Nick Quinn,” Callaghan replied in 
irritation. Now the voice of this Junior person could be heard 
from a distance apparently having walked away from the 
phone. 

“Patron. Somebody on a phone for you.” 

“Who is it?” Callaghan could hear the distant reply. 

“I dunno, Patron. Some really loud guy,” the now 
distinctly accented voice replied. Then, a minute later, 
Quinn’s voice came on the line. 

“What do you want, Mike?” 

“I need to see you in my office,” Callaghan stated. 

“What’s up?” Quinn seemingly impatient asked. 

“A problem,” Callaghan replied. 

Now more focused, Quinn asked, “Family okay?” 

“Yeah. It’s not family. It’s the situation with Kane.” 

“What situation?” Quinn inquired. 

“Dont you pay attention to the news?” an incredulous 
Callaghan asked. 

“Not if I don’t have to,” Quinn stated. 

“Jesus, youre screwed up,” Callaghan blurted. 

Now losing his patience with his cousin, Quinn, his 
voice rising, asked, “Okay. So what’s with Frank Kane that 
you suddenly need to see me about, Mike?” 

“Right now he’s the lead suspect in a murder.” 


“Kane wouldnt do that,” Quinn quickly replied with 
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firm conviction. 

“Join the club. I need to see you tomorrow in my office,” 
Callaghan stated. Then, in anticipation, held his breath while 
there was dead silence on the phone for a full minute. Finally 


Quinn stated, “I'll be there.” Then hung up. 
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Chapter 19 


The five-foot-ten, one hundred and sixty-five pound 
man with black hair graying at the temples slowly paced 
back and forth with a slight limp in front of the District 
Attorney’s desk. 

“Okay. So this Gegner shows up last Thursday and 
starts making the rounds claiming that the wrong girl is in 
the morgue and it’s not Michelle Norris.” 

Callaghan sitting at his desk nodded his head in 
affirmation, “Yes.” 

“So he goes to the Chamberton Press, then the Police 
Building, then your building here. All with no positive 


results?” 
“Right,” Callaghan replied. 
“Who did he talk to here>” 


“Dana Miller,” Callaghan responded. 

“And she didn't beat him up?” Quinn sarcastically 
inquired. With an involuntary snort Callaghan answered, 
“No.” Continuing on as he paced in front of the District 
Attorney, Quinn said, “All right. So then the guy disappears. 


Kane starts to look for him. That went on for a couple of 
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days.” 

“Correct,” Callaghan afirmed. 

Stopping abruptly in front of the District Attorney's 
desk Quinn stated, “I’m going to need a few things. First off, 
the incident report. Then the surveillance tapes from both 
buildings and I believe there are three or four surveillance 
cameras along that portion of Main Street. I'll need those 
pictures also.” 

“How do you know about the cameras on Main Street? 
You dont even follow current events in the news?” an 
incredulous Callaghan asked. 

Giving the District Attorney a condescending look 
Quinn continued on, “Have you done any sort of background 
on Gegner? Any priors?” 

“ve got Worther on that. Nothing yet,” Callaghan 
replied, then added, “What about the girl? Should we at 
least double back? Maybe question her uncle again?” 

“Right now the priority is Gegner. We need background 
on him. Does Charlie know about this yet?” 

“T haven't talked to him but you know he follows the 
news. With the lead investigator under suspicion of murder 
I know Charlie will take advantage of that situation.” 

With a knowing smile of agreement Quinn then asked, 
“Do you feel that you've got a good case against Sanchez?” 

“Kane did a good job putting the evidence together. 
Sanchez was there. Hell! He even admitted it before he 
lawyered up.” 

“So now you've got a big problem with Kane’s credibility,” 
Quinn stated. 

“I’ve got a bigger problem than that. The Chamberton 


Press is smelling blood. Schuller put out a column today 
suggesting that Kane, being too young and immature, felt his 
case being threatened by Gegner’s accusations and tracked 
him down to eliminate him. And, of course, it’s partially my 
fault for putting Kane in the Police Chief’s job.” 

“You wanted to be in politics,” Quinn ofthandedly 
replied. 

Raising his voice in irritation Callaghan countered, 
“Don't be a wise ass, Nick. The only reason you're here is 
because my only other option was to call in the State Police. 
And I’m not about to do that. Those jokers in Harrisburg 
would have a field day.” 

“Mmm,” Quinn replied acknowledging the fact that 
his cousin, after the Murdoch affair the previous year, while 
overwhelmingly reelected in the county, was persona non 
grata in the state capitol. Continuing on Quinn stated, 
“Like I said. I'll need the tapes, the forensics from the car. 
Everything from the Norris investigation and anything that 
comes up on Gegner. Do I get that from you or should I go 
to Worther? He’s running the P.D. now?” 

“You'll get it from me. I am going to inform Worther 
that I’ve assigned you as a special investigator on this matter 
and he’s to provide you full cooperation. I’m also assigning 
a member of my staff to work with you as a liaison with the 
District Attorney’s office.” 

At that point the door to Callaghan’s office opened and 
Dana Miller, entering the room, asked, “You wanted to see 
me?” Then, stopping abruptly in her tracks, Dana looked 
to her left at Nick Quinn standing silent but exhibiting a 
dubious expression on his face. ““What’s this?” Dana hurriedly 
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asked. 

“This,” Callaghan, all business, informed Dana “is 
an assignment. I’ve just appointed Nick Quinn to act as a 
special investigator to look into the Gegner murder. He's to 
have full authority in this matter and the full cooperation 
of the Chamberton Police as well as the District Attorney’s 
office. Now, I’m assigning you to function as the liaison from 
the District Attorney’s office to assist Mr. Quinn.” 

Shaking her head in denial, Dana, backing up a step, 
declared, “This is not going to work. You'll have to get 
someone else.” 

“Hold it right there, Miller,” Callaghan, his voice rising 
in authority stated. “Yesterday you were in here raising 
hell about Kane’s innocence. You wanted to initiate an 
investigation. Well, now’s your big chance. And I expect 
you to conduct yourself in a professional manner. Keep two 
things in mind. One, you work for me. And two, if it wasn’t 
for Kane last year both you and Quinn here would be dead 
now. You both owe Kane. You want to play detective? Fine! 
You walk out of here with Nick and go detect!” 

ae 

Leaving the District Attorney’s office, then entering 
the elevator for the descent down one floor to Dana’s office, 
Quinn stood in silence as Dana with a quick, agitated 
motion pressed the button on the wall panel. As the doors 
closed, Dana, without looking at Quinn, once again stated, 
“IT don't see how this is going to work!” Then followed that 
by the accusation, “I thought you were helping Charlie with 
Sanchez’s defense?” 


Quinn, still facing forward, calmly replied, “As I told 


you last week, I only got Charlie involved because I owed a 
favor to someoné. I’m not out to get Sanchez off the hook 
for a murder charge.” 

As the elevator doors opened, Dana, exasperated by 
the events in play at the moment, countered, “So first you 
get involved with the Sanchez business because you owed 
someone a favor. Now youre involved with Kane’s situation 
because you owe him a favor. And then, of course, there’s 
your cousin, Mike. You two can't stand to be around one 
another. But if some crisis develops all of a sudden you two 
are in lock step together. That’s really screwed up, Nick.” 

As the two proceeded to walk toward Dana's office, 
both unaware that several heads on the floor were turning 
in their direction in curiosity, Quinn calmly replied, “Forget 
Mike. Let’s just say that I’m beginning to realize that I owe 
too many favors.” 

Entering her office, Dana, standing at her desk, turned 
on her computer. Then, taking note of an email, thought to 
herself, “Mike just assigned my current cases to someone else. 
He’s cleared my assignment schedule.” Then turning toward 
Quinn almost in a confrontational manner asked, “Okay, Mr. 
Quinn, ace investigator, where do we start with this?” 

Quinn, choosing to ignore Dana’s belligerent attitude 
for the moment, actually, in a curious way, finding it to be 
amusing stated, “Right now I need you to coordinate the 
evidence I asked Mike for, the Sanchez evidence Kane 
compiled, and the evidence so far on the Gegner murder, 
including the autopsy and forensics on Kane's vehicle. Also, 
push the police for any background on Gegner.” 

“While I’m doing all that, what are you going to be 
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doing?” 

“I'm going to go talk to Kane. Get his story. Maybe 
something has been overlooked in the chain of events,” 
Quinn explained. 

“Shouldn't I be with you?” Dana in annoyance inquired. 

Turning toward the door to leave Quinn replied, “Dont 
worry. We're partners. Pll report everything back to you.” 

Staring at Quinn’s back as he walked from her office, 
once again trailing several turned heads from various staff 
members on the floor, Dana unexpectedly smiled to herself as 
she reached for her phone to initiate the process of collecting 
the evidence he had requested. 

Slamming down his phone in frustrated rage, Alex Tate 
got up from his desk and began to pace around his office 
clicking the pen in his right hand. The phone call from the 
District Attorney informing him that the court date for 
the Sanchez trial would probably be postponed while Nick 
Quinn and Dana Miller conducted an investigation of the 
Gegner murder had made Tate furious. Never mind the fact 
that Kane was suspected of murdering Gegner. The evidence 
to convict Sanchez was in place. It was Callaghan and 
Miller working together to deprive him of his opportunity. 
His chance to make a name for himself. To put his career 
on the fast track and to receive the respect he needed. They 
were trying to take it all away. Opening his office door, Tate, 
walking out, looked across the cubicles on the floor to the 
sight of Dana Miller busy in her office. The boss’s favorite, 
Miss Perfect! ‘The star player on the team. Walking back in, 
then slamming the office door behind him, Tate sat at his 


138 


desk and with his head in his hands massaged his balding 
scalp while thinking, there has to be a way to derail that 
investigation. There has to be a way to defeat Callaghan and 
Miller. 
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Chapter 20 


“So, Mr. Callaghan appointed you to act as a special 
investigator?” Frank Kane inquired as he and Nick Quinn 
sat at the kitchen table in Kane’s condo. 

“Yeah! In a situation like this it’s better to take it out of 
house with an independent investigator,” Quinn answered 
then added, “How are you holding up, Kane?” 

Shrugging his muscular shoulders in a helpless gesture 
Kane responded, “I don’t know. It’s starting to sink in now. 
I cant go anywhere. My truck is impounded. I guess | 
could rent a car but what’s the point. If I go out, like to the 
gym or the store, people will just look at me funny. It’s too 
uncomfortable. Being appointed Chief of Police was beyond 
my wildest expectations. Now, it looks like I’m going to lose 
everything. I don’t understand any of this.” 

“That’s why I’m here. To find out what happened.” 

Now becoming more animated Kane in frustration 
replied, “That’s it. I don’t know what the hell happened. I 
went to sleep around one in the morning then I got the 
phone call around five thirty. Went out to my truck. Saw the 
damage. Phoned it in and now I'm here.” 


“And it was parked right where you left it the night 
before,” Quinn agked. 

“Yeah!"The exact spot.” 

“Is that where you usually park your truck?” 

“No. I’ve got an assigned spot closer to my front door,” 
Kane replied. 

“Then why were you parked at the edge of the lot?” 

Shrugging self-consciously Kane explained, “I had a 
date Saturday night. We had drinks at Café Le Bistro on 
Main Street then came back to my place for a few hours.” 

“Then you took this person home?” 

“No. She had her own car. That’s why I was parked at 
the edge of the lot. 1 gave her my parking space.” 

“What time did your date leave here?” Quinn pressed. 

“Around midnight.” 

“And youre sure you went to sleep around one?” 

Gyeaie 

“Why was that?” 

“T was thinking about things,” Kane reluctantly admitted. 

“What about?” Quinn persisted. 

Shrugging again Kane replied, “About Jen, the girl I’m 
seeing.” 

“So she’s special?” 

“Yeah. She is. We have a lot in common. Yeah. She’s 
special.” 

“But you said she left in her car at around midnight and 
your truck was still at the edge of the lot.” 

“Yeah.” 

Changing the topic Quinn then asked, “What do you 
think happened during the night, Frank?” 
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“I don't know, Mr. Quinn. Originally I thought that 
some kids must have taken my truck for a joy ride then 
brought it back. But forensics can’t find any prints but mine. 
It doesn’t make sense. And I’m totally screwed.” 

Leaning forward Quinn stated, “Stealing the truck 
wasn't just some kids out for a joy ride. It was a professional 
job. And Gegner’s death wasn’t an accident, Frank. It was an 
intentional execution and you were set up. The question is, 
why?” 

Now, in animated frustration, Frank Kane stated, 
“But what the hell can I do about it? Pm stuck here on the 
sidelines.” 

Sitting back in his chair Quinn, his eyes leveled on Frank 
Kane, stated, “Your job is to sit tight. Stay cool. Finding out 
what really happened is my job now.” 

“You think you can fix this, Mr. Quinn?” 

“T intend to,” Quinn replied. 

ok 

The fourth floor of the County Justice Building lay in 
darkness at eight thirty that evening save for Dana Miller’s 
corner office. Dana, sitting at her desk, closed the folder she 
had been reviewing and looking toward Nick Quinn seated 
in a chair opposite her stated, “Nothing from the truck. There 
are some smudges on the steering wheel and the gear shift. 
But the fingerprints found are all Kane’s. Also, the damage 
to the truck indicated that the impact was at a high rate of 
speed and the blood on the hood, the wheel wells and tires 
match the victim's. The truck did have a security system but 
it wasn't activated. Forensics estimate is that the truck could 


have been broken into and hot-wired but blunt force to gain 


entry was not apparent.” 

Looking up’from the folder in his lap Quinn offered, 
“That’s only a small glimmer of hope. Not enough to build 
a defense on.” 

“How about Dr. Rankin’s autopsy report?” Dana asked. 

“Massive blunt force trauma to the victim. Rankin 
also theorizes that the victim was hit initially but then run 
over again to finish the job. Everything points to a planned 
execution.” 

Closing his folder, then looking off at nothing for a 
moment while deep in thought, Quinn then stated, “We're 
going to need the tapes from those three cameras situated on 
Main Street. The time line, I think, would be between two 
and three in the morning.” 

“That’s a long shot. That type of video, especially at 
night, wont be very clear,” Dana replied. 

“We'll still have to review them. Maybe we'll get lucky,” 
Quinn stated. “We'll also need more background on Gegner. 
And we need to review the entire case file that Kane put 
together on the Norris murder.” 

“Do you really think the two could be related?” Dana 
asked. 

“Call it a hunch,” Quinn replied. 

“Ah, yes. All trained investigators rely on hunches,” 
Dana sarcastically countered. 

Quinn, choosing not to take the bait, went on with 
his train of thought. “Right now Kane is suspected of 
murdering Gegner and, so far, the evidence indicates that. 
Now, apparently, the press is trying to float the scenario that 
Kane felt threatened by Gegner’s accusation about the true 
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identity of Michelle Norris. So, with his first big case in 
jeopardy, he killed Gegner.” 

“So where there’s smoke there’s fire,” Dana offered. 

“Well, yeah. But the real issue is Gegner. What was his 
motivation? Why come to Chamberton to stir things up? 
Something is at play here and it’s more complex than the 
Chamberton Press realizes.” 

“Nice theory. But how do we prove it, Mr. Investigator?” 

Quinn, once again ignoring the verbal jabs from Dana, 
stated, “We're going to have to thoroughly investigate Barry 
Gegner. Who was this guy? And why did he put himself in 
a situation that resulted in his death?” 

The man in the dark blue sedan in the dark parking lot 
looked up at the single light emanating from the corner office 
on the fourth floor of the Justice Building. Then, punching 
in the numbers on his cell phone, nervously waited while the 
phone rang. At the fifth ring a voice answered stating merely, 
erelle.’ 

Apprehensive at first with this awkward task, the man, 
his voice initially stammering, regained his composure then 
after several minutes drove his point home by stating, “We 
have a common goal in making sure that Sanchez is tried 
and convicted and your interests are fulfilled. That may not 
happen if this special investigation is allowed a free rein. We 
need to talk about a plan.” 


Chapter 21 


Entering the county prison the following morning 
Nick Quinn encountered Charlie Shields who had agreed 
to include Quinn in another meeting with his client, Felipé 
Sanchez. 

As the two men walked down the hallway to the secured 
room where Sanchez would be waiting Shields asked, “I don't 
quite get this, Nick. You've taken on this special investigator 
job to clear up this situation with Kane. But that’s not going 
to be of any help to my client. And, believe me, he needs any 
edge he can get. What exactly are you up to?” 

“I havent read the evidence report that Kane compiled, 
Charlie. But something Sanchez said when you interviewed 
him keeps sticking in my mind. I need to clarify it,” Quinn 
explained. 

“Yeah. Okay. But what would that have to do with 
Kane’s problem, Nick? It’s two separate situations.” 

“Maybe not, Charlie,” Quinn stated as the two showed 
visitor I.D.’s to the guard at the door and entered the 
interview room. 

Seated at a table in the sparsely furnished room, Felipé 
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Sanchez, clad in an orange prison jumpsuit, clearly exhibited 
an attitude. The casual annoyance Sanchez had shown at 
their first meeting now had given way to a surly one. 

“How are you today, Felipé?” Shields inquired as he sat 
opposite the prisoner. 

Almost sneering at the elderly lawyer Sanchez answered, 
“How am I? I hate this place. I’m a captive here. The food 
is horrible. The cell I’m in is too cold. I’m innocent and still 
I'm being held in this place. This is beneath a man of my 
breeding. And I haven't had a woman in over a week now.” 

Flustered at that statement Shields not knowing where 
to proceed with the young man turned the task over to 
Quinn. 

“Felipé. You remember my associate, Mr. Quinn here. 
He would like to ask you some questions.” 

Shifting his focus toward Quinn, Felipé asked, “If I talk 
to you and answer questions will that get me out of here?” 

Quinn, squinting in amusement at the young man’s 
belligerence, stated, “Not right away. But it could help.” 

Turning his head away then processing what he had 
just been told Sanchez after a moment of deliberation asked, 
“What do you want to know?” 

Quinn staring intently at Sanchez asked, “How many 
times did you meet Michelle at the pool cabana in the 
middle of the night?” / 

“Four times.” 

“So three times and then the fourth time you found her 
in the pool?” 

“Yes. 


“Whose idea was it to have these late night meetings?” 


“Hers, of course,” Sanchez matter of factly replied. 

“So you never initiated that plan?” Quinn, staring 
intently at the young man, asked. 

“No. I never have to,” Sanchez affirmed. 

“What do you mean?” 

Now, once again exhibiting the self-assurance of the first 
interrogation, Sanchez explained, “I never have to pursue the 
women. [hey always pursue me.” 

Quinn, noticing Charlie Shields rolling his eyes at the 
young man’s statement, leaned toward Sanchez to keep his 
attention while asking, “So Michelle met you at the farm 
and pursued you from that point on?” 

“Yes. All the women at the farm were interested. The 
young ones. The older ones. All of them.” 

“During the late nights at the pool cabana did Michelle 
ever talk about herself?” 

“Sometimes. After sex,” Sanchez casually replied. 

“What about herself?” 

“She was bored.” 

“With what? She didn’t like it here?” 

“Yes. She didn’t like it here and she didn’t like those 
people.” 

“Her uncle?” Quinn offered. 

“All of them. The old man and the others.” 

Sensing that Sanchez was beginning to get bored with 
the conversation Quinn quickly asked, “Did she miss the 
West Coast?” 

“Yes. California and Arizona. Mostly the horse shows.” 

“Was she a good rider?” 

Eyces 
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“What discipline did she compete in?” 

“Jumper. But she told me that she started out riding in 
western shows.” 

“Why did she switch to the jumper circuit?” 

“The old man owned a horse. Her job was to show him 
and do well so they could sell the horse at a big profit.” 

“And after the horse was sold her uncle came here?” 
Quinn thoughtfully asked. 

Sleuess.” 

“You said Michelle was bored here. Did she talk about 
leaving? Going somewhere else?” 

“Yes, with me,” Sanchez with a shrug answered. 

“Were you two planning that?” 

“She talked about it.” 

“But not you?” Quinn pressed. 

“T don't have a need for one woman. They all want me,” 
Sanchez stated with self-assurance. 

“One more question, Felipé. Did Michelle ever talk 
about anyone from her past? An ex-husband or boyfriend?” 

After a moment of thought Sanchez clearly enjoying 
a conversation about his sex life replied, “No. Never. When 
women are with me all other men cease to exist.” 

After a brief moment of thought Quinn said, “Felipé, 
one more question. Did you and Michelle ever take a late 
night swim in the pool during those rendezvous?” 

“No.” Sanchez replied. “We just stayed in the cabana.” 

Leaving the county prison building Shields in 
exasperation turned to Quinn stating, “This guy’s off the 
wall. How the hell can I defend him in court? Did you get 


what you wanted from him, Nick?” 
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Walking toward his truck Quinn explained, “Actually, I 
did, Charlie.” 7 

“Like what?” the confused lawyer asked. 

Turning toward his uncle Quinn posed the question, 
“Why would Sanchez who apparently is in high demand by 
a variety of women have to use a date rape drug to seduce 
them?” 

“T don't know,” Shields exclaimed. 

“Exactly, Charlie. I don’t think he killed her.” 

Dana Miller, clad in a black skirt and jacket with a 
white blouse underneath and the usual white gym sneakers 
that she habitually wore in the privacy of her office, paced 
back and forth in front of her desk which was occupied by 
Nick Quinn engrossed in the contents of the case file lying 
before him. 

“What was the point in you going to see Sanchez? We're 
supposed to be investigating the Gegner murder. How does 
Sanchez have anything to do with that?” 

Quinn, totally absorbed in the case file Frank Kane had 
complied, replied an absent, “Mmm.” 

Now leaning on the desk in frustration Dana yelled, 
“Nick!” 

Slowly looking up toward her, refocusing his eyes on her 
as he closed the folder, Quinn calmly replied, “Sometimes 
you have to back track if the pieces of the puzzle don't fit?” 

“What the hell does that mean?” Dana in exasperation 
asked as she stood upright from the desk. 

“Tt means the scenario didnt make sense. Kane did a 


good job of compiling the evidence, placing Sanchez at the 
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murder scene. On that basis Sanchez looks guilty. But there’s 
one thing missing. He had no motive to give her the drug. 
She was the aggressor in the affair.” 

“Okay. So maybe Sanchez didn't kill the girl. What 
does that have to do with Gegner’s murder? And how would 
that help Kane? If anything, it reinforces the possibility that 
when Gegner showed up and claimed that the dead girl was 
not Michelle Norris, Kane could have panicked at seeing his 
first big case going south and killed him,” Dana theorized. 

“The focus is both Michelle Norris and Barry Gegner,” 
Quinn explained. “But first we deal with Gegner. There was a 
connection between the two. And for some reason someone 
didn’t want that connection to become known. As for the 
Norris murder, Sanchez just happened to show up at the 
estate at the wrong time.” 

“And youre sure of this?” Dana asked. 

“Almost positive. I have one more thing to check on 
tomorrow. Then we have to start researching Barry Gegner.” 

“So where are you going tomorrow?” 

“We're going to Louden Farm to talk to Sanchez’s 
employer.” 

“We? Oh. I get to go along,” Dana sarcastically stated. 

“Sure. | may need your opinion on something.” 

“And you'll get it,” Dana replied. 

“Yeah. I know that,” Quinn countered. 


Chapter 22 


Susan Callaghan entered the den of their large colonial 
at ten in the evening to the sight of her husband seated on a 
couch staring blankly at a baseball game on the TV. Flopping 
down next to Mike then reaching forward to take a sip from 
the bottle of beer on the coffee table she asked, “What’s the 
score?” 

After a prolonged silence Callaghan replied, “Huh?” 

“I asked you what the score is. You're pretty preoccupied, 
I can tell. You barely spoke two words tonight at dinner.” 

“Yeah. A lot on my mind. Sorry.” 

“The murder investigation?” Susan inquired. 

“Yeah. Both of them.” 

Attempting to accentuate the positive Susan stated, 
“Well, you did the right thing and you have Nick investigating 
them.” 

With a noncommittal shrug Callaghan stated, “Him 
and Miller.” 

Turning toward her husband in excitement Susan 


exclaimed, “You've assigned Dana to work with Nick. That’s 


great, Mike!” 
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Callaghan, with a derisive look at his wife as he took a 
swig of his beer, countered, “I’m not playing cupid here, you 
know. I had to assign a liaison person from the D.A.’s office 
to keep tabs on what he comes up with. She was the logical 
choice given the fact that they’ve worked together before. 
Hell. She knows how he thinks which means that she’s as 
gooty as he is. What’s that say about her?” 

“Come on, Mike. You know you like her. And you know 
she does a good job,” Susan chided. 

“Yeah. At warp speed. She needs to come up for air once 
in a while. Stop acting like the human battering ram.” 

“Well, that’s great news all around. Nick and Dana, 
back together,” Susan gleefully declared. 

Once again turning toward his wife Callaghan stated, 
“Look. You don't get the picture here. | don't give a damn 
about their dysfunctional relationship. Right now I’ve got a 
very bad situation going on. I’ve got a murdered girl in the 
morgue. I have the murderer in custody. But now the actual 
identity of the deceased is in question, which screws up the 
presentation in court. The state alleges that Felipé Sanchez 
through malice and forethought willfully murdered — who?” 

“Meanwhile, not only the girl’s uncle but a boatload 
of concerned citizens who happen to be business partners 
with the uncle are clamoring for swift justice. Then my lead 
investigator in that business is now a prime suspect in the 
murder of the guy who showed up in Chamberton claiming 
that the deceased girl in the morgue is not Michelle Norris. 
Where does that leave me? I dont know what the hell’s 
going on. And I’ve only got a short window of time to get 
this straightened out before the boys in Harrisburg strongly 


suggest that I call in the State Police. Which will result in 
me looking incompetent.” 

Stopping to take another swig from his beer Callaghan 
finished by stating to his wife, “And that’s why I have Nick 
and Miller investigating this mess. They were my only 
options.” 

Susan holding an index finger in the air stated, “Okay. So 
you've got a high profile murder trial that you can’t prosecute 
because your Uncle Charlie is the defense attorney. But now 
the trial will be on hold until you confirm the identity of the 
victim. I’m sure that doesn’t make Alex Tate happy.” 

“That little creep!” Callaghan exclaimed. “Yeah. He’s 
mad as hell. Walking around clicking that damn pen like a 
maniac. He’s been foaming at the mouth for four years now 
to take over as D.A. He thinks this trial is his big opportunity 
to make a name for himself. So, yeah. He’s pissed.” 

“Okay. I get that, Mike.” Susan continued, “Then you've 
got Kane accused of murdering that guy which anybody who 
really knows Kane would find impossible to believe.” 

“Christ. He’s a boy scout. No way,” Callaghan declared. 

“And, in some way, the two murders are connected?” 
Susan asked, then finished off by stating, “And then 
everybody, the local business community, the power brokers 
in the capitol, the girl’s uncle and I guess the media are going 
to be all over you looking for answers?” 

“You've got it!” Callaghan declared. 

Taking another swig from her husband’s beer Susan 
smiled at him while saying, “Don’t worry. Nick and Dana will 
figure it all out. But in the meantime it’s great that they're 
back working together. Everything is going along perfectly.” 
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As his wife rose from the couch and left the den 
Callaghan with the blank look on his face mumbled the 
word, “unbelievable” to himself. 

Nick Quinn entered the police garage at nine thirty 
that night. Walking past the battered sedan that had just 
been towed in he approached Sergeant Worther. 

“Thanks for the call, Worther. My partner’s on the way. 
She should be here any minute.” 

“No problem, Mr. Quinn.” 

“Where did you find the car?” 

“Officer Thornton found it behind that strip mall at the 
edge of town. It was parked at the far edge of the back lot 
obscured by a couple of low hanging willow trees. It’s a real 
mess. He must have been living in it for a couple of days 
back there.” 

“And you said that for two days prior he was checked 
into a motel in the same area?” 

“That’s right. Initially, when Chief Kane had us looking 
for the guy we checked that motel. We talked to the wrong 
desk clerk. Gegner checked into the place at night. After he 
was killed we went back and the night clerk looked at the 
picture and remembered him right away.” 

“I’m going to need to talk to the night clerk,” Quinn 
instructed. 

“Sure thing, Mr. Quinn. Oh. And I forwarded those 
surveillance disks from the Main Street cameras to Ms. 
Miller today.” 

“Good. I'll check those tomorrow.” 


“You can check them now. I brought them with me,” 


Dana announced as she walked up to the two men. 

“Let’s check the vehicle first,” Quinn stated as the three 
turned and walked toward the old car. 

As Worther opened the vehicle’s door the immediate 
stench of beer, rotted food and urine permeated the air. 

Dana stepping away and turning her head in the other 
direction declared, “Good God! That’s disgusting. This 
person was a pig!” 

Quinn, leaning over, peering into the car said, “Yeah, 
pretty much. Looks like Barry was definitely on the skids. 
That’s probably why he checked out of the hotel. He ran out 
of money.” 

Dana turning back toward the car commented, “It looks 
like a landfill. There must be fifty empty beer bottles in there.” 

“Yeah. A man witha powerful thirst,’ Quinn commented. 

“What’s with the large container of beer on the 
passenger side floor?” Dana asked. 

“That’s urine. Good old Barry was definitely experiencing 
hard times,” Quinn explained as Dana once again stepped 
back while suppressing the urge to gag. 

Turning to Sergeant Worther, Quinn instructed, “Have 
forensics go over the car and forward the results to Ms. 
Miller.” Then motioning to Dana said, “Come on over to the 
work bench by the wall. It has a good light. I need to see the 
pictures you printed out from the surveillance cameras.” 

As Dana placed the pictures on the workbench Quinn 
turned on the overhead light and leaning closer viewed the 
six printouts. 

“Okay. Two thirty, first shot. Then two thirty-nine, 
second. Two forty, third. Now two fifty-eight, fourth on the 
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way back, followed by three-o-seven then three thirteen. 
Okay, that’s the sequence. And that’s definitely Kane’s truck.” 

“Yeah. I can see that,” Quinn agreed then leaned still 
closer for a full minute then stepped back while commenting, 
“Hard to tell. The positioning of the camera was too high. It 
looks like a tall person is driving. But nothing is definite. We 
need these pictures enhanced and we need it done by a pro. 
Turning toward Dana, Quinn asked, “Where's your friend 
Stefanik these days?” 

Twenty miles west, in the township of Brightwater, the 
short man in the black suit pushed open the door and lurched 
out into the night air. Crossing over the landing in front 
of the building in a disorientated manner he half stumbled 
down the seven steps to the parking lot while realizing that he 
could feel a chill. Were his clothes that damp from profusely 
sweating while in the man’s office? Totally aware that he was 
scared out of his wits over what he was doing, Alex Tate now 
wondered if his fear had been blatantly apparent to the man 
in the office. 

Physically and emotionally spent from the meeting he 
had forced upon himself, Tate leaned against his car while 
realizing that this was always how he felt when he was out of 
his comfort zone—for years, as a child, when he was around 
his father. A big, larger than life, imposing man. And, then 
later, as an adult, when he had first prosecuted in court. A 
short, balding man with horn-rimmed glasses in a black suit 
and starched white shirt sweating profusely as he bobbed 
around in front of the judge and jury like a manic penguin. 
Now, after ten years, his father was dead and Alex had grown 


more comfortable in the courtroom. He had come to realize 
that it was a controlled atmosphere. He was protected by 
guards. 

But tonight, of his own volition, Tate had put everything 
in his life on the line. And the man he had taken up this 
business with was too much like his late father. Rough, self- 
made, large and powerful. Not someone who would hesitate 
to turn to violence if crossed or provoked. And now Tate was 
in league with this brute. 

He had crossed the legal and ethical line. All for the 
sake of his career. All for ambition. All for his long starved 
ego. All to show up his father. A man who was no longer 
walking this earth. Alex Tate had crossed the line. He had 
agreed to spy on the District Attorney’s office. He had agreed 
to disrupt an official investigation. 

Standing at his car in an empty parking lot in the late 
night Alex Tate, terrified at what he had just agreed to do 


and the possible consequences, wet his pants. 
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Chapter 23 


Turning into the long driveway of Louden Farm, Dana, 
at the wheel of her SUV, commented to Nick Quinn gazing 
out at the two horses grazing in a field to his right. “Nick, 
I don’t see the point in this. We need to concentrate on the 
Gegner case. This is a waste of time!” 

Still gazing at the two horses Quinn replied, “Like I 
said. Sometimes you have to back track a little to make sure 
the pieces of the puzzle fit.” 

“Whatever that means,” Dana countered as she pulled 
her SUV into a parking space opposite the barn. 

As Quinn and Dana stepped out of the vehicle and 
walked toward the barn’s entrance a large black and white 
dog charged out of the door then bounded up and down 
in front of the two in a playful manner as Dana cautiously 
backing away asked Quinn, “Are we going to be okay?” 

Leaning over patting the playful animal Quinn replied, 
“He’s fine. A friendly guy.” 

At that point a heavy set woman with steel gray hair 
cropped short wearing riding britches, paddock boots and a 
white polo shirt walked out of the entrance and asked, “Can 


I help you?” 

Straightening up from the dog, Quinn replied, “Yes. My 
name is Nick Quinn. This is Dana Miller. We'd like to ask 
you some questions about Felipé Sanchez.” 

Initially appearing to be irritated by that news, the 
woman then processing the name stated, “Quinn? Yeah. 
I’ve heard of you. You're that guy that solved the serial killer 
crimes last year.” 

“Also, Ms. Miller,” Quinn stated as he noticed Dana 
becoming miffed at being left out on that issue.” 

“So why are you involved in this business?” 

“Ms. Miller is an assistant district attorney and I’m 
working with the District Attorney’s Office on the Norris 
murder,” Quinn replied. 

Scoffing at that news the woman said, “Okay. But how 
many times do I have to go over this? I’ve given statements 
to the police, the District Attorney’s office, and some little 
guy named Tate, the press and that’s not doing me a damn 
bit of good. Now you two. Is this official business?” 

“Actually, yes, it is,” Dana replied. 

Shaking her head in resignation the woman apparently 
talking to herself stated, “This has turned out to be the 
second biggest mistake in my life.” 

“What was the first?” Dana asked. 

“None of your business,” the woman shot back then 
asked, “Okay. What do you two want to know? And, by the 
way, I’m Kate Louden.” 

“Ms. Louden. How long have you employed Mr. 
Sanchez?” Quinn asked. 

“Like I’ve told everybody else. I met him last winter 
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down in Florida. He was good with horses. And to tell you 
the truth I could tell that all the girls were attracted to him. 
So I offered him more money that he was making down 
there. Figured I could make up the difference with new 
clients once the word got around. Like I said, a mistake.” 

“Business didn’t pick up?” Quinn asked. 

“Oh. Business picked up all right. But now with 
everything that has happened they’re starting to leave. Three 
borders packed up and left yesterday. Two more are thinking 
about leaving.” 

“So they’re scared off?” Dana inquired. 

“Yeah. Big turnaround. One day they’re all gaga over the 
guy, practically fighting over him. Now they’ all repulsed 
by what has happened. Don't want anything to do with 
my farm. Big scandal! I can understand the parents of the 
teenagers. But the adults? Come on.” 

“So you say the women riding here were all enamored 
with Felipé Sanchez?” Quinn asked. 

“Oh yeah. Not that it was any concern of mine. Sure, 
even the mothers of the kids. I did make it clear to Felipé 
that under no circumstances was he to get involved with 
minors. [hey were off limits.” 

“Do you know exactly who Felipé could have been 
involved with?” Dana asked. 

“Not really. Like I said, initially it brought me a lot of 
new business. But then, to tell you the truth, I regretted it.” 

“Why’s that?” Quinn asked. 

“The girls. The young ones as well as the older ones were 
all starting to get catty about it. They were all jealous. All 
falling over each other for his attention. I could see that it 


was going to all blow up. I just didn’t know it would go the 
way it did. Doesmt make sense.” 

“How so?” Dana asked. 

“Believe me, Felipé didn’t have to use tricks to get a 
woman into bed. They were all ready, willing and able.” 

“Did you state that to the police or assistant district 
attorney Tate?” Dana asked. 

“No. That business was official. Besides, they didn’t ask. 
I've got enough trouble as it is. 1 don’t want to shoot my 
mouth off and make it worse,” Kane Louden declared. 

At the oncoming roar of a racing engine Nick, Dana 
and Kate Louden turned to the sight of a yellow Corvette 
speeding down the long driveway, then screeching to an 
abrupt stop in the parking area. As the young blonde haired 
girl jumped out of the vehicle slamming the door behind her 
then, preoccupied by her own foul humor, strode toward the 
barn, Kate Louden yelled, “Cassie, I’ve told you before. You 
cant race down my driveway like that.” 

The girl, ignoring the three, strode past entering the 
barn while in defiance stating, “I can't help it, Kate. Pm really 
pissed off. I just came from that stupid county jail. And they 
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still won't let me see Felipé!” Then, as Dana gave Quinn an 
arched eyebrow at the developing scenario, the girl came 
back out of the barn demanding, “Where’s Raffi?” 

Kate Louden with a sigh of exasperation, replied, “He’s 
out in the field now, Cassie. Why don't you ride Luke or 
Sager” 

Walking quickly toward the gate of a turnout field the 
girl brushed off that suggestion stating, “I want Rafh. He’s 


the fastest. I want to gallop.” 
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Turning toward Nick and Dana, Kate Louden softly 
explained, “Like I told you. I made a mistake hiring Felipé. 
The girls all went crazy over him. Too crazy. She’s the worst 
case. And I don’t need her leaving. She has three horses here.” 

“Td like to talk to her for a minute,” Quinn stated as 
the girl with purposeful strides led a tall bay horse out of the 
field. 

“Don't cause me any problems, Quinn. Her father is 
Dan Roman. Big man in the county with big money. And I 
need him throwing some of it in my direction. Particularly 
right now,” Kate Louden warned. 

“Just a couple of questions and I'll go light,” Quinn 
replied as he followed the girl and horse into the barn. 
Stepping around the horse now secured on cross ties in the 
center aisle of the barn, Quinn, patting the animal's neck 
as the girl curry comb in hand rubbed the horse’s sides and 
back, asked, “So you and Felipé are good friends?” 

‘The girl roused from her pouting demeanor looked over 
the horse’s back and asked, “Who the hell are you?” 

“My name is Nick. My uncle is Felipé’s lawyer,” Quinn 
explained. 

Suddenly interested in the man on the opposite side of 
her horse, the girl asked, “Can you get me in to see Felipé?” 

“T can try,” Quinn smiling replied. 

“T really need to see him. To see if he’s okay.” 

“Okay. Pll talk to my uncle.” 

“When?” the girl immediately asked. 

“Tl try to contact him tonight. ] can't guarantee anything 
right away. You are a good friend of Felipé’s?” Quinn once 
again asked. 


“Much more than that. Much more!” the girl stated. 

Quinn, maintaining a blank face despite the obvious 
implication by Cassie Roman, asked, “Did Felipé even know 
Michelle Norris?” 

Exhibiting an instant mood swing from hopeful to 
hateful Cassie Roman replied, “He knew her from here. She 
was a client. Michelle was a bitch! Always throwing herself 
at Felipé.” 

“But he never took her serious?” Quinn offered. 

“No. Never! I’m his woman,” the girl emphatically 
declared as she resumed brushing her horse. 

“Okay, Cassie. I'll try to talk to my uncle and see what I 
can do,” Quinn stated as he turned to leave the barn. 

“Soon?” Cassie called after Quinn as he stepped out 
into the sunlight. 

“Soon,” Quinn over his shoulder replied. 

“Okay. Are we done with this business? Did you get 
what you wanted here? Can we get on with investigating 
Gegner?” Dana impatiently asked as the two drove toward 
the main road. 

“Yeah. I got what I wanted,” Quinn replied while 


looking out the side window. 
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Chapter 24 


“T already viewed both bodies with Dr. Rankin and I 
showed you the picture of the tattoo,” Dana exclaimed as she 
accompanied Nick Quinn into the county morgue building. 

“T believe you. But another pair of eyes can’t hurt in 
the discovery process. Besides, I haven't seen Dr. Rankin 
in over a year now. I like the old guy,” Quinn stated as the 
two proceeded along the corridor to the Medical Examiner’s 
office. 

Entering the door the two encountered the tall, gray 
haired man who stepping around his desk warmly greeted 
Quinn. “Ah, Mr. Quinn. This is an interesting week. First, 
Ms. Miller and now you. This almost seems like a reunion of 
sorts. And a pleasurable one at that.” 

“Good to see you, Doctor. You're looking well,” Quinn 
replied. 

“Yes. Well, clean living is the key. Everything in 
moderation. And, of course, I enjoy my work. At seventy- 
two I could retire and just walk out of here at a moment’s 
notice. But then what would I do? My work keeps me going. 
Solving these mysteries of life and death. The discovery 


process. I always find that stimulating. And if I may venture 
an opinion, I'd say;so do you. And no doubt that is the reason 
for your visit here.” 

“Actually, yes, Doctor. I would like to see the bodies of 
Michelle Norris and Barry Gegner.” 

“Ah. Yes, of course you do,” Rankin agreed. 

“I told him about the issue of the tattoos,” Dana chimed 


“Pm sure you did, Ms. Miller. But an experienced 
investigator like Mr. Quinn knows full well that it never 
hurts to have another set of eyes view the evidence. You 
never know what other detail might be discovered.” 

At that statement Quinn refrained from looking at 
Dana knowing all too well that Rankin validating his own 
statement to her as they had entered the building probably 
had induced a sour look on her face. 

“Come along now and we’ll visit our two unfortunate 
guests,” Rankin directed as the three left his office and 
proceeded down the long hallway to the lab. 

Upon entering the chilly room, Rankin donned a blue 
smock and a surgical cap, then walked to the far wall which 
was comprised of refrigerated cubicles. Opening a door he 
slid out the remains of Michelle Norris. 

“T believe the issue pertaining to this dear girl is the 
absence of a marking or tattoo at the center of her back 
between her shoulder blades.” 

“That’s correct, Doctor,” Quinn stated. 

Turning the dead girl’s body for Quinn to view, Rankin 
stated, “As you can see, nothing here.” 

Stepping closer to within a foot of the corpse Quinn 
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asked, “Doctor, the flesh on the girl’s back shows absolutely 
no scars. So can I presume that she did not at one time have 
a tattoo and then had it removed?” 

“You are correct, Mr. Quinn,” Rankin replied. “That 
would incur some scarring. And even if there had been 
plastic surgery afterward, you may not notice a difference 
in skin tone but I would. So, in conclusion on this matter, I 
stand by my statement. No tattoo. And never had one.” 

“Good enough for me, Doctor. May I see the other 
body?” Quinn asked. 

“Certainly,” Rankin agreed as he rolled the slab 
containing Michelle Norris back into the wall, closed the 
refrigerator door, and then stepped five feet to his left and 
opened another while explaining, “Now this poor fellow had 
a horrible end to his life. And, as I mentioned to Ms. Miller 
the other day, he is not a pretty sight. The issue in question 
was his arm and that is all I revealed to our Ms. Miller here 
at the time.” 

Quinn, stepping forward, said, “Give me the works, 
Doc.” 

“As you wish,” Rankin replied as he rolled out the slab 
from the wall unit. 

Lifting the sheet from the corpse Rankin explained, 
“Now, as Ms. Miller knows,” then stopping in mid-sentence 
as he looked past Quinn exclaimed “Oh, my. Ms. Miller is 
no longer with us.” 

Quinn, turning around and then back to the Medical 
Examiner, offered a noncommittal shrug as Rankin continued 
on. “As I was explaining, fortunately for the purpose of your 


investigation, the deceased fellow’s arm containing the tattoo 


was not really damaged. And that was all I revealed to Ms. 
Miller the other day.” 

“Looks like everything else took a hell of a hit,” Quinn 
observed. 

“As I stated in my report and I’m certain of this, the 
initial impact was the chest area. The victim had turned 
toward the vehicle which bore down on him at a high rate 
of speed. That impact in itself was fatal. Massive blunt force 
trauma and massive internal injuries. No doubt when the 
victim hit the ground he was in the process of expiring. But 
as you can see here,” Rankin instructed while pointing to 
the upper torso and head of the corpse, “this poor fellow was 
literally crushed again while on the ground in the throes of 
death. Very vicious. Very cruel.” 

“And very thorough,” Quinn added while staring at 
what had once been someone named Barry Gegner, who had 
now been smashed into a slab of crushed meat. 

Exiting the building twenty minutes later Quinn found 
Dana sitting on a bench outside. 

“Wondered where you got to.” 

“T decided to get some fresh air after I visited the ladies 
room to throw up,” Dana explained. 

“Not your cup of tea?” Quinn theorized. 

“Dont mention anything food oriented, Nick.” 

“You volunteered to play detective,” Nick countered. 

“Yeah. What’s your excuse?” 

“Like I told you. I owe too many favors,” Nick replied 
then added, “Come on. I need you to drive me back to the 
farm. I have to turn out the horses for the night. Tomorrow 
we're going to that address in Hackensack, New Jersey to 
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play detective.” 


* OK OK 


“What did Roman want?” Jen Novak seated at her desk 
asked Leon Dekker who had entered her office. 

“He wanted to assure Roger that Michelle’s murderer 
would be tried and convicted in a timely manner in spite 
of the problems that have come up with the Chamberton 
Police.” 

“So they’re pretty distracted now,” Novak asked. 

“Apparently. And Roman's scrambling. He’s got a lot 
of revenue invested with us. And he knows that the legal 
process could be in jeopardy with the Chief of Police about 
to be indicted for murder.” 

“So they'll run around in circles with that. And we can 
finalize our business,” Novak confidently stated. 

“T still don't like it. We need to know what’s going on. I 
don’t want any surprises.” 

“Tl take care of that,” Novak stated. 

“And what else are you taking care of with Chief Kane?” 
Dekker accusingly inquired. 

“Dont question me, Leon. I know what I’m doing,” 


Novak replied with finality. 
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Chapter 25 


By one o'clock the following day, Nick and Dana, in 
her SUV, traveling east on the Pennsylvania Turnpike then 
north on Interstate 95, were now proceeding north on the 
New Jersey Turnpike toward New York. Dana, noting the 
roadside information sign, reached over to Quinn poking 
him in the shoulder in an effort to rouse him to a more 
conscious state. 

“Okay. There’s a rest stop coming up in five miles. You 
said that you wanted to drive once we got close. This is it.” 

Quinn, sitting up from a slouching position, said, 
“Good. We'll stop then make the switch. I'll drive while you 
get on your laptop and see if you can find that address from 
Gegner’s driver's license. 

“This is a lot of trouble for what might be a dead end,” 
Dana theorized. 

“Welcome to detective work,” Quinn, somewhat to 
himself, commented. 

One hour later, with Quinn driving, Dana looking up 
from her laptop and quickly noting the intersection they 
had just passed through instructed, Wut cient au tie next 
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intersection. That’s Monroe. The four hundred block should 
be five blocks down.” 

Parking on the street which consisted of a hodgepodge 
of small homes interspersed with duplexes, Dana, gazing at 
the brick duplex in the center of the block, stated, “Okay. 
There it is. Forty nineteen. Looks unremarkable.” 

As the two got out of Dana’s car, Quinn instructed, 
“Take out your credentials. We're not going to get any 
information unless we look official.” 

At the fourth ring of the doorbell the thin face of an 
elderly woman appeared at the door’s window asking, “What 
do you want?” 

“My name is Dana Miller. ’m an assistant district 
attorney from Chamberton, Pennsylvania here investigating 
a Mr. Barry Gegner. Would you happen to have any 
information on this person?” 

“Who?” the face in the window asked. 

“Barry Gegner,” Dana repeated. 

“He hasn't live here for six years.” 

“But we know he did at one time. Do you know anything 
about Mr. Gegner?” Dana persisted. 

“Oh, hell. Wait a minute,” the woman replied then 
briefly disappeared from sight. 

As Dana turned toward Quinn in frustration the sound 
of multiple chain locks could be heard. Then, abruptly, the 
door swung open to reveal a rail thin woman in her late 
sixties with yellow-stained teeth pufhing on a cigarette. 

“What do you want to know about Barry? Like I told 
you, he hasn't lived here for over six years.” 

“So you knew him when he did live here?” Dana asked 
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while taking a step back to avoid a cloud of smoke emanating 
from the apartment. 

“Sure. I knew him. He rented my apartment upstairs.” 

“I see. So you were his landlord,” Dana stated. 

“Yeah. For about a year and a half. “Til he went broke 
and couldn't make the rent. Then he had to go.” 

“Do you know where he was originally from?” Quinn 
asked. 

Focusing on Quinn now the woman in confusion asked, 
“Who are your” 

“Pm with her,” Quinn smiling replied. “So could you tell 
us where Mr. Gegner lived prior to your address?” 

Squinting at the two strangers on her porch for a 
moment, the woman asked, “Barry get in trouble again?” 

“Well, we're not at liberty to go into detail. It’s an official 
investigation,” Dana explained. 

Now processing the vague statement the woman, 
giving up the verbal chess game, stated, “I guess it doesn't 
really matter. He hasn't lived here for years now. Still owes 
me two months’ rent which I'll never get. Barry came from 
some town in upstate Pennsylvania. Moved over this way to 
work in New York. I’ve got an address here somewhere on 
the lease he signed when he rented my place. I never throw 
anything away.” 

“Could we see that document?” Quinn asked. 

“Tl have to get it out. I know it’s here somewhere,” the 
woman reluctantly stated then abruptly closed then bolted 
the door behind her. 

Ten minutes later Dana, in frustration, poked Quinn 


who was facing toward the street in the shoulder announcing, 
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“Here comes the human chimney again.” 

Swinging the door open once again, emitting a cloud 
of smoke, the woman with a freshly lit cigarette in her hand 
stated in triumph, “I found it. Told you I never throw anything 
out.” Now gazing intently at the wrinkled document she 
announced, “Friendship Springs. That’s where he was from. 
Friendship Springs, Pennsylvania.” 

“And you said Mr. Gegner moved here to work in New 
York City?” Dana asked. 

“Yeah. But the real reason was to go to some sort of 
acting school. He did that and worked as a bartender at 
some place in New York. He had big plans. Shame how it 
turned out.” 

“What do you mean?” Quinn asked. 

Hesitating for a moment, the woman exhaling another 
puff of smoke in the direction of Nick and Dana replied, 
“We used to talk in the beginning. That and have a few 
drinks. Barry liked to drink. That’s probably why he worked 
as a bartender. Even though he told me it was so he could 
meet people. Make connections. He seemed okay. But like a 
lot of people he made bad choices.” 

“Like what?” Quinn pressed. 

“He had big plans. Probably too big. When he first came 
here he told me that he inherited some money. You know, 
he had some money in the bank and now he was going to 
follow his dream. | didn’t take him too seriously about that. 
He was just fooling himself. I'd seen that type before. Like 
my ex-husband.” 

“So, the acting career didn’t work out?” Dana asked. 


“Na! ‘That’s usually a pipe dream. But he was okay even 


though he drank too much. Then he got involved with that 
girl. That’s when everything fell apart.” 

Dana giving Quinn a quick glance asked, “What girl>” 

“Some girl he met in the city,” the woman replied 
between two more puffs on her cigarette. 

“Do you know the name of this girl?” Dana persisted. 

“Name?” the woman said while deep in thought then 
replied, “Barry always called her Mick. But that doesn’t 
sound right to me.” 

“No last name,” Quinn asked. 

“Never got that. And I never really talked to her. She'd 
come and go. Wasn't here all the time and that was fine with 
ics 

“Why was that?” Quinn asked. 

“They were always loud that’s why. Either raising hell 
upstairs having sex or fighting about something other times. 
The walls here are too thin. I didn’t need to hear all that.” 

“So they played rough?” Quinn asked. 

Puffing once again on a fresh cigarette the woman 
replied, “Yeah. Well, she did. Sometimes I heard him yelling 
at her saying, “you're hurting me.” It was embarrassing. He 
was a pretty big guy. Over six feet.” 

“What about the fights?” Dana asked. 

“Oh. All kinds of things, especially toward the end.” 

“Like what?” Quinn inquired. 

“I don't know. The one time he had made plans for them 
to go down to the Jersey shore for a long weekend but she 
wouldn't have any part of it. He was mad as hell. But she was 
yelling back at him that she wasn't going because there were 


dead people in the ocean. I remember that one.” 
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“So eventually they broke up,” Dana asked. 

“Yeah. She stopped coming here and I was damned glad 
of that. But Barry was really upset. He was crushed. And then 
all of a sudden he was broke and always drinking. I think she 
stole money from him. Then about two months after Barry 
left some cops from New York showed up at my door asking 
me if I knew anything about a Michelle something or other. 
I forget the last name. Could that have been that girl’s name? 
Michelle?” 

“One last question. What color hair did this girl, Mick, 
have?” Quinn asked. 

“Red blonde,” the woman replied through still another 
cloud of smoke. 

Walking back to Dana’s SUV, Quinn instructed, “Get 
on your laptop. See if you can find a hotel in the business 
part of town that has a restaurant and get us a room for the 
night.” 

“We're not driving back tonight?” Dana in surprise 
asked. 

“No. We're going to that town, Friendship Springs, 
tomorrow.” 

“Whye” 

“We got half of the story on Gegner this afternoon. 
Now we have to get the rest. It’s a lead and we have to follow 
it. ’m going to call Junior to get him to cover for me at the 
farm.” 

“Not so fast, Nicky,” Dana announced. “I’m getting a 
room with twin beds. You and | have unresolved issues. This 
is supposed to be official business and I’m keeping it that 
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Way. 


Reaching for his cell phone as he turned away Quinn, 
with a nod of his,head in mock agreement, said, “Wouldn't 
have it any other way.” 

By nine forty-five, after the two had purchased several 
clothing items and toiletries from a department store, 
checked into a hotel and had dinner, Dana sitting on a twin 
bed close to a window was engrossed in plotting a course for 
Friendship Springs in upstate Pennsylvania. 

Stepping out of the bathroom Quinn, now clad in gym 
shorts and a t-shirt asked, “Got the directions lined up?” 

“Just a minute, Nicky,” Dana not lifting her eyes from 
the computer screen announced as Quinn padded over to his 
twin bed and flopped down while emitting a fatigued groan. 

“Okay. We're all set for tomorrow. Across the state on 
a northwest course. The lovely town of Friendship Springs 
is almost at the New York state border in the direction of 
Binghamton. The town can't be very big.” 

“Good. The smaller the better. Increases the odds that 
Barry Gegner would be well known.” 

“What exactly are we looking for?” Dana asked. 

“More background on Gegner. His former landlady 
painted a picture of a young guy who was predisposed to 
being a loser. Now we need to know if he had a history of 
that before he lived in Hackensack. Also, did he really have 
money that could have been stolen by Mick or Michelle? That 
could explain his motivation to seek her out in Chamberton. 

“Do you think this Mick was Michelle Norris?” Dana 
asked while closing her laptop. 

SLiadito.be.4 

“But Gegner made a big deal about the body in the 
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morgue not being Michelle.” 

“Yeah. How about that? Something’s up. And that’s the 
big question. We better turn in. Long day tomorrow. Nice 
beds,” Quinn commented while turning off his light. 

“Yes, and stay in yours,” Dana countered. 


“Strictly professional,” Quinn agreed while smiling in 


the dark. 


Chapter 26 


“The nicest thing about this place is the name,” Dana 
behind the wheel of her SUV sarcastically commented. 
Having already driven past the industrial part of Friendship 
Springs which consisted of vacant factories, the two were 
now cruising around the heart of the small town. 

Quinn, gazing at the dilapidated store fronts lining the 
main street commented, “Classic story. Small town. Practically 
everybody who lived here worked in manufacturing. ‘Then, 
the factories moved away or went out of business. 

“No wonder Gegner left,” Dana theorized. 

Pointing off to his right Quinn instructed, “Park over 
there. That’s the township building. We’ll go in and nose 
around.” 

“For what?” 

“Public records. Real estate transfers. Stuff like that.” 

“You think a loser like Gegner owned a house?” a 
skeptical Dana asked. 

“Who knows? Maybe his family did,” Quinn theorized. 

Walking along a corridor in the center of the large stone 


building Quinn and Dana found a door marked, Public 


SIO YN 


177 


178 


Records. Entering the large room the two encountered an 
apparently tall woman with coal black hair and a large hawk 
nose seated behind a counter. Looking up from a magazine 
on the counter in front of her the woman looking over her 
glasses asked, “Can I help you?” 

“Yes. We're looking for some information with regard 
to real estate activity in Friendship Springs,” Quinn replied. 

“What exactly?” the woman asked. 

“Anything related to the name Gegner.” 

“Who?” the woman blurted out. 

“Gegner,” Quinn stated again. 

Sliding off the high chair the woman walked back to a 
row of shelves and returned with a thick binder containing 
documents. 

“This is the G’s. Gegner would be in here, alphabetically, 
of course. And you can't take that binder from this room.” 

“Of course,” Quinn agreed and turning away moved 
over to a row of ancient wooden chairs lined against a wall. 

Dana sitting down in the chair next to him whispered, 
“Obviously the local government here hasn't embraced the 
computer age.” 

“Mmm,” Quinn quietly agreed while opening the thick 
book. Twenty minutes later Quinn tapping the page in front 
of him let Dana read the contents. 

“Estate sale. One bungalow. Title held by Lydia Gegner, 
deceased. Sold by Barry Gegner for fifty-two thousand. 
Amount remaining on the mortgage, twenty-seven thousand. 
Legal and transfer fees six thousand.” Turning toward Quinn, 
Dana quietly stated, “So Barry Gegner walked away with 
roughly nineteen thousand from the sale.” 


iLEUSION 


“A young man with a chunk of money to finance a new 
life,” Quinn surmised. 

“Now what?” 

“Well, it’s late in the afternoon. Just about cocktail hour. 
Let’s go visit a few bars.” 

“What?” Dana exclaimed. 

“Barry was a drinker. We know that. Stands to reason 
some of his drinking buddies are still around. What better 
way to research the man.” 

Noting that the clerk had stepped out of the room, 
Quinn left the hefty binder on the counter in front of the 
high chair as the two left. 

As Nick and Dana walked toward the front door of the 
center hall to leave the building, unknown to them, the tall, 
hawk-nosed woman stood at a door at the far end of the 
building talking to a large man, six-foot-five, and by the look 
of his bulk three hundred pounds, in a police uniform. 

The man chewed on a cigar and stared after the two 
strangers as the woman continued to speak while gesturing 
in their direction. 

Two and a half hours and three bars later Dana parked 
her SUV in front of the Waverly Grille on the northwest 
section of the small town. 

“This place looks like a real dive. Nick, this is getting 
old. We’re wasting our time,” Dana complained. 

“Yeah. This one looks rough. But it’s the closest one to 
where Gegner lived,” Quinn countered. 

“According to the map I pulled up on my laptop. But, if 
we can’t get any information here, that’s it for me.” 

“The last two knew Gegner. They just didn’t want to 
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talk,” Quinn reasoned. 

“How do you figure that? You mentioned his name and 
got nothing but a cold stare,” Dana argued. 

“T could tell by their eyes. This is a small town. Small 
towns tend to be very clannish. People don't open up to 
strangers,” Quinn explained. 

“Whatever! But this is it. If we don’t get any information 
here we're done and back on the road to Chamberton,” Dana 
announced as the two entered the establishment. 

“Mmm. Lots of atmosphere in this place,” Quinn 
commented at the sight of the rustic bar fronted by bare 
wooden stools on the left and a conglomeration of worn 
tables and chairs on the right side of the dimly lit room 
which reeked of the smell of smoke and beer. 

“Yeah. Seedy,” Dana commented as the two sat at the 
bar. 

The bartender, a pot-bellied, gray haired man with a two 
day growth of beard, took a second to stare at his two new 
customers then hobbling toward them inquired, “What’ll 
you have?” 

“Couple of beers and a menu,” Quinn replied followed 
by Dana jabbing him in his ribs while she whispered, “Are 
you out of your mind? I’m not eating anything in this dump.” 

“Just moving things toward a conversation,” Quinn 
whispered in turn. 

Reaching under the counter then flipping two plastic 
one-sheet menus onto the bar, the man as he placed two 
beers in front of Nick and Dana explained, “We got burgers, 
pulled pork sandwiches, fries and chili.” 

“Thanks,” Quinn replied while slapping a ten-dollar bill 


on the bar as the man turned away and slowly walked to a 
customer at the far end of the bar. 

“That didn't seem to open up the conversational 
floodgates, Nick,” Dana chided. 

Glancing around the room, noting that the roughly 
twenty customers were predominately in their late twenties 
to mid-thirties in age, Quinn whispered to Dana, “This is 
the right place. Close to the Gegner house and his age group. 
They all probably grew up together.” 

“Why dont you just stand up and make an 
announcement? Your friend, Barry Gegner, is dead and we 
want to find out why,” Dana sarcastically suggested while 
pretending to sip her beer. 

Shuffling back toward Nick and Dana, the bartender, 
placing two gnarled hands on the counter in front of them, 
asked, “You decide what you wanna eat?” 

“Not yet,” Quinn replied then asked, “You wouldn't 
happen to know a man by the name of Barry Gegner, would 
you?” 

Staring at Quinn and Dana the gray haired man, 
though reluctant, stated, “Yeah. I know him.” Then hearing a 
customer further down the bar call, “Hey Andy,” turned and 
shuffled away. 

“Nick. This is ridiculous,” Dana complained. 

“Give it a little more time,” Quinn replied then turned 
toward his left as he noticed four men approaching. 

“So, who are you?” a beefy man with red hair asked as 
his three companions circled around the seated Nick and 


Dana. 
“Name’s Quinn.” 
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“Well, Quinn. What do you want with Barry?” 

“Just want some information about him,” Quinn 
explained. 

“You're not from around here. So, Barry’s none of your 
damn business, pal,” the red haired man snarled as his three 
companions smirked at his statement. 

“We're not looking for trouble. Just some information 
about your friend,” Quinn offered. 

“That’s right. Barry’s our friend. And youre not. So get 
you sorry ass out of here.” 

“Tm sorry you feel that way,” Quinn answered. 

At that statement the four men laughed, enjoying their 
moment of superiority. [hen the shorter man with black hair 
and a flat nose announced, “But you can leave your girlfriend. 
We'll be real friendly to her.” 

“Can't do that,” Quinn calmly replied while once again 
picking up the plastic menu from the bar. 

“Can't do that,” the flat nosed man mimicked to the 
laughter of the other three. 

“We don't want any trouble,” Quinn repeated. 

“You've already got it,” the red haired man stated while 
the other man leaned closer to Dana and ran two fingers 
through her hair causing her to suddenly flinch. 

“He’s gonna leave ‘cause he’s no fun. You're gonna stay 
‘cause I’m a lot of fun. I’ll show you a good time,” the man 
said as he softly took a fist full of Dana’s hair. 

“Knock it off,” Dana yelled as the four all laughed at 
their private joke. 


Turning to one of the others the flat nosed man said, 


“She's a fighter. I like that.” 


Quinn, who had been seemingly nervous rolling up the 
plastic menu in an apprehensive manner, suddenly stated, “I 
wish you wouldn't do that.” 

Turning toward his companions laughing the flat nosed 
man derisively said, “I wish you wouldn't do that,” then 
reached out toward Dana again. 

Suddenly Quinn was on his feet and with a roundhouse 
motion of his right arm slammed the pointed end of the 
plastic menu into the man’s left eye. Then with lightning 
speed swung his left hand around holding a beer bottle and 
smashed that into the face of the red haired man. As both 
men fell to the floor the other two in the group grabbed 
Dana and threw her into the other customers now on their 
feet and scattering away from the chaos. Dana, suddenly 
held onto by another man, turned and kneed him in the 
groin rendering him to the floor. Meanwhile, the remaining 
two from the group wrestled Quinn toward the bar, pinning 
him against the rail as the red haired man, his nose bleeding 
profusely, got back to his feet. Grabbing a bottle of beer off 
the bar then smashing it against the rail the man staggering 


to Quinn said, “You son of a bitch. I’m going to carve you 


1” 
up. 


183 


184 


Chapter 27 


At that moment a single gunshot rang out in the room 
causing some plaster from the ceiling to fall to the floor as 
a booming voice coming from the doorway ordered, “Don't 
nobody move! Ya'll stand still. Chester T. Ladmo’s in the 
room.” 

Surveying the scene before him the large man in a police 
uniform ordered two officers behind him. “Randy, ya'll call 
the hospital. Get an ambulance over he’ah. Joe, cuff them 
two over the’ah, the man and woman. We ah gonna take ‘em 
ie 

Four hours later Quinn and Dana were ushered into 
the Police Chief’s office to the sight of the big man seated 
behind a large oak desk. Chief Ladmo, his face illuminated 
by a single green shaded lamp at the side of his desk, ordered 
the two, “Ya'll sit down.” 

Quinn, having been placed in a separate cell in another 
part of the building for several hours, glanced at Dana to see 
if she was all right then sat in a chair opposite the man’s desk. 

Looking over his reading glasses at the two the Police 
Chief started out, “Well now, first thang we gonna git out of 


the way he’ah is me. As ya'll can tell I don’t sound lak I’m 
from around he’ah. That’s ‘cause ah’m not originally. Born 
and raised in Mississippi. Met ma wafe while ah was in the 
Air Force stationed up in Rome, New York thirty years ago. 
Come back he’ah to her town and settled in. Made a good 
lafe together. Ya'll understand.” 

“Sure, Chief,” Quinn answered. 

“Now down to bidness.” Looking pointedly at Quinn 
the Police Chief stated, “Ah called them two numbers ya’ll 
gave me. That District Attorney. He did a lot of yellin on the 
phone. You know that fella well?” 

“Pretty much,” Quinn answered as Dana shot him a 
dirty look. 

“Hmmph,” the Chief grunted then went on, “Then ah 
talked to the other fella. Sounded lak a black boy.” 

Cutting off the Police Chief, Quinn, in irritation, 
corrected. “Lieutenant Neal Jasper is a highly respected 
homicide detective.” 

“Yeah. I got that part. Anyhow, ah toll him what you 
done he’ah. He done a lot of laughin’ at that. Said, yeah. 
That’s Nick. Then he toll me about you. Highly decorated 
detective. Got shot. Disability. All that. Says sometimes ya'll 
work for the District Attorney fella down in Chamberton. 
So ah got all that. Now what ah wanna know is what ya'll are 
doin in ma town looking for Barry Gegner?” 

Sitting back in his chair, more comfortable on a common 
ground with the big man, Quinn explained, “Last week 
Barry Gegner arrived in Chamberton apparently looking for 
someone named Michelle Norris. We're not sure why. And 


this girl he was looking for was discovered drowned in a pool 
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several days prior. Gegner made the rounds in Chamberton 
claiming that they had the wrong girl in the morgue. It wasn't 
Michelle Norris. Then, after about four days in town, Gegner 
was the victim of a hit and run. Now, he’s dead. We're trying 
to find out why.” 

Sitting back from his desk and running a beefy hand 
through his hair, the Police Chief exclaimed, “Sumbitch! 
Bubba’s dead?” 

“Bubba?” Dana, curiosity aroused, inquired. 

“Thas what we always called him,” Ladmo explained 
then added, “Bubba was my wafe’s nephew.” 

“Tm sorry to have to give you this news, Chief,” Quinn 
stated. 

Sitting forward again the big man, while sighing, stated, 
“Well, it was gonna happen sooner or later. That boy was a 
loser. Jes lak his daddy.” 

“In what way?” Quinn asked. 

“A total screw up. Then in his teens he turned to booze. 
Jes lak his old man. Good lookin’ boy. But lazy. Didn't take 
nothin’ too serious. Played football for the high school. 
Had the talent but not any kinda discipline. Coulda been a 
damn fine quarterback but half the tayme showed up drunk. 
Ah don't know what ole coach Dobby saw in him. Dobby 
was getting old. That was his last year. Guess it affected his 
judgment. I seen it early on with Bubba. Didn't really have 
tayme for that boy.” Shrugging his family troubles off Ladmo 
asked, “So what happened? He git drunk and walk in front 
of a car?” 

“He was drinking. But it was an execution. After the 


initial hit he was run over again,” Quinn explained. 


“Sumbitch!” the Police Chief stated then asked, “So 
now ya'll looking for who did it>” 

“We're looking for that as well as the connection to the 
girl in the morgue.” 

“An Bubba went there lookin’ for this girl?” Ladmo 
asked. 

“Yes,” Dana replied. 

Running his hand through his hair again, Ladmo 
offered, “Mighta been that girl he claimed he was involved 
with in New York. Never paid no mind to his story. Ah just 
figured he blew all his Mama’s money and was makin’ up 
that stuff “bout the girl stealin it from him.” 

“Did he ever mention a name?” Quinn asked. 

“Somebody named Mick. But no last name Norris. It 
was somethin else. Some kinda Polish name. Broski, Barkisi. 
Somethin lak that. Thas ‘bout all ah know on the matter,’ 
Ladmo in frustration stated. 

“Well, thanks for the help, Chief,” Quinn stated. 

Now back on a business track the Police Chief stated, 


“Well, we got some issues of our own he’ah to settle. Numba 


>) 


one, ah’m gonna have to issue some citations on ya'll for 
disturbin the peace, assault and battery, property damage. As 
a professional courtesy ah’m reducin all that to fines that’s 
gonna get paid by your county. Ah already worked that out 
with your District Attorney. Thas probably why he done so 
much yellin on the phone.” 

“Or not,” Dana mumbled to herself, then asked, “What 
about those clowns in the bar? They started the trouble. 
What do they get?” 

“Now hol’ on Ms. District Attorney. Two of ‘em are 
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in the hospital. One with a concussion. The other with an 
eye injury. He ain't gonna lose it but he’s hurtin’. So that’s 
another issue. Your county’s footin the medical bills.” 

“Jesus,” Dana now scoffed while ignoring Quinn’s 
attempt to get her to settle down. 

“Ya'll gotta understand something he’ah, miss. Half this 
town’s outta work. Factories are gone. Government's got a 
lotta people on unemployment. Food stamps, Medicaid. All 
that stuff. What they really need is jobs. They got pride. And 
right now that’s bein’ stepped on mighty hard. Makes ‘em 
frustrated and surly. Gives ‘em a big chip on their shoulder. 
An bein this ain't football season they don't even got nothin’ 
to talk about. Ya'll come walkin’ into town askin’ questions 
‘bout one a their own. They git riled. To them outsiders mean 
trouble. Lak them fools down in Washington promotin all 
that global economy. Then all the jobs here go away to China. 
Lak I tole ya, half this town’s outta work with too much 
tayme on their hands. Makes ‘em surly. We got a Board of 
Selectmen. But they all a bunch of pissants. I run thangs 
here which brings me to the second thang. With a prolonged 
look at Quinn, Ladmo said, “You don’t look lak much. But 
ah’m figurin’ you're a dangerous man, Quinn. So your truck 
is sittin outside. | want you and missy he’ah headin’ outta 
my jurisdiction now. Be best for all a us. Call that another 
professional courtesy on my part.” 

Quinn rising from his chair and motioning Dana to 
follow stated, “Sure thing, Chief.” 

As the two moved toward the door the Police Chief 
said, “Quinn.” 
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“Ya'll find who killed Bubba an want to save tayme and 
taxpayer money down there, ya'll just send ‘em up here. Ah’ll 
make it a point to take care of that bidness.” 

“T hear you, Chief,” Quinn acknowledged while leaving 
the room. 

“Want me to drive?” Quinn asked as he and Dana 
approached her truck. 

Dana, yanking the driver’s side door open in a violent 
motion, heatedly replied, “Get in the damn truck. I’m driving 
out of this hell hole as fast as I can and | never want to see 


this place again.” 
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Chapter 28 


With the third ring of his cell phone on the night stand 
Quinn’s attempt to sit up in his bed and reach toward the 
ringing phone to his left was impeded by Dana's left leg 
draped across his abdomen. Gently removing her leg and 
then rolling over, now hovering on his knees and left arm 
above the girl, Quinn grabbed the phone off the table with 
his right hand. 

“Yeah. We got back around three this morning. Yeah. 
Drove all night. Tone it down a little. Okay. But make it an 
hour and a half. Right. We'll be there.” 

Dana, at this point, eyes still closed asked, “Who was 
that?” Then coming instantly awake with her eyes wide open 
in surprise at the sight of Quinn hovering over her asked, 
“What are you doing? And why am I in your bed?” 

“Callaghan. He wants to see us in his office. And you're 
in my bed because we got home five hours ago. I drove the 
last two and a half hours, then had to walk you up the stairs 
and put you to bed. You told me to sleep in my bed with 
you so I wouldn't screw up my back on the couch. Don’t you 
remember?” 


Realization setting in Dana mumbled, “Oh yeah.” Then 
with a start asked, “But we didn't do anything, did we?” 

“No. We just passed out. Strictly business,” Quinn 
replied as he stood up beside the bed and stretched. 

“Who are we seeing?” Dana in confusion asked. 

“Mike. Come on. I bought you some extra time so we 
can stop at your place and you can change clothes. Now get 
into the bathroom and take a quick shower. I'll lay out a pair 
of my jeans and a shirt for you. Our clothes from yesterday 
reek of beer. Come on! Get going!” Quinn urged as Dana, 
processing the thought of a meeting with her boss, staggered 
out of bed and proceeded to the bathroom bumping into the 


doorframe in the process. 


3 KOK x 


Callaghan, seated at his desk, leaned forward in 
confrontation mode as he yelled at the two facing him. 

“I sent you two out to investigate a murder, not to lay 
waste to a town in upstate Pennsylvania. Do you realize 
you've screwed up my quarterly budget? I’m going to be 
getting bills for your antics. Damages, fines, hospital. You 
name it. My department is going to get it. Then I’m going to 
have to explain all of this crap to the county commissioners. 
And who the hell was I talking to in that jerkwater town? 
Sounded like some hick from the deep south.” 

“He is,” Quinn answered straight faced, then added, 
“Mississippi. But residing in Friendship Springs for about 
thirty years.” 

“Jesus,” Callaghan scowled then followed that by asking 
“You didn’t do any damage in Jersey, did you?” 

“No, Mike. Just a hotel bill. One night,” Quinn replied. 
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Dana silent until now added, “They were mean to us.” 

“Who and how?” Callaghan inquired. 

“All we attempted to do was ask about Gegner in that 
bar. Then all hell broke loose. They tried to threaten and abuse 
me. And then Nick almost got killed,” Dana explained. 

“Who?” Callaghan persisted. 

“Some of the locals. Bubba’s friends,” Nick stated. 

“Who the hell’s Bubba?” Callaghan in frustration 
shouted. 

“Bubba is Gegner,” Quinn explained. 

“So the locals got fresh with her and you decided to beat 
them up. Real smart, Nick.” 

“Well, you had to be there,” Quinn replied in a benign 
manner. 

Sitting back in his chair, Callaghan with a reflective 
sigh said to himself, “Sue’s right.” 

“What?” Dana asked. 

“Nothing. Now please tell me. Did you find out anything 
while you were on this dysfunctional journey?” 

Leaning forward toward the District Attorney Quinn 
replied, “Gegner was a loser who inherited some money. 
About nineteen thousand. Blew town on his own adventure. 
Went to Jersey. Worked a little in New York. Somehow 
got hooked up with a red haired girl called Mick. Possibly 
Michelle. But not with the last name Norris.” 

“So, what’s the last name?” Callaghan quickly asked. 

“Not sure yet, Mike,” Quinn answered as Callaghan 
frowned at the news. Then Quinn continued on. “So 
apparently the girl cleaned out Gegner’s money. Took off. 
Somehow he tracked her down here in Chamberton. Or so 


he thought. He no doubt was out to get his money back. 
Then when the girl he thought was this Mick person was 
not only dead but not the real Mick, he tried to raise hell 
about it.” 

“So, where does that leave us?” Callaghan asked. 

“There’s something definitely going on here, Mike. 
Somebody found it very inconvenient for Gegner to be 
around shooting his mouth off about Michelle Norris. So 
much so that Gegner was murdered and to disrupt any 
investigation Kane’s vehicle was used as the murder weapon.” 

Leveling his eyes on Quinn, Callaghan asked, “Are you 
sure of this or is this just one of your theories?” 

“Tm sure about Gegner’s motivation for coming to 
Chamberton. And I’m sure he was outraged at not initially 
being able to confront the girl. He knew something was 
going on. And he was trying to blow the whistle about it,” 
Quinn affirmed. 

“Wait a minute!” Dana interjected. “First, who killed the 
girl and why? You said Sanchez really had no motive. She 
was pursuing him. And second, wouldn't her Uncle Roger 
Bristow know the girl in the morgue wasn't really his niece?” 

Turning toward Dana, Quinn replied, “If Sanchez didn’t 
kill her, and I don’t think he did, then we don't really know 
yet. Kane did a good job with his investigation but made 
one rookie mistake. The murderer’s motivation. And then 
the uncle? How well did he really know the girl? How long 
had she been living with him? Had he always had contact 
with her growing up? Or did she hook up with him recently? 
Remember he lived and worked for years in California. 


Where did she grow up? We have to investigate her past as 
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well as find out more about this Bristow guy.” 

Leaning forward on his desk again Callaghan asked, 
“Okay. So you're sure about Gegner and what he was up to. 
You're also sure about Kane being framed. And your'e pretty 
sure that Sanchez was a stooge who just walked into a bad 
situation. But youre not sure about the identity of Michelle 
Norris?” 

“Right. And I’m not sure there ever was a Michelle 
Norris,” Quinn replied. 

“Great! In the meantime Bristow wants us to release the 
body so he can bury her.” 

“Hold off on that. Continuing investigation,” Quinn 
advised. 

“Yeah. Pll catch hell for that,” Callaghan reasoned. 

“You can handle it. In the meantime we’ll find out 
everything we can on the girl,” Quinn affirmed. 

“Work fast!” Callaghan stated then asked, “Just so I 
know when the bills come in, what did you use to beat up 
those jerks in Friendship Springs?” 

Looking straight faced at the District Attorney Quinn 


replied, “A menu.” 

“What?” 

“Dont get into it,” Dana advised. 

* KK S 

“You didn’t want to talk about our adventure at the 
Waverly Grille?” Quinn asked as he and Dana left the 
District Attorney’s office. 

“Please. I'd rather forget it,” Dana replied while pushing 
the elevator button for the ground floor. 


“We did all right. And, we got the information we 


needed.” 

“For God sakes, Nick. You hit that creep with a menu.” 

“So. He went down,” Nick reasoned. 

“That whole thing would never have happened if you 
had been armed.” 

“You know I don't like guns. You have to realize there 
are potential weapons all around us. Just be creative.” 

“You be creative. I’d rather be safe,” Dana stated as the 
two exited the elevator and walked from the building. 

“Okay. What’s next?” Dana asked. 

“Next. I’m going to see Worther at the police station. 
I need fingerprints from the so called Michelle Norris run 
through the database to try for a match. I need you to contact 
Stefanik. See if you can hire him for some IT consulting 
work. I need a real good enhancement of those pictures of 
Kane’s vehicle. 

“Did you say hire him? Mike will freak out. You just 
heard him complaining about the bills we just ran up in the 
past two days,” Dana stated. 

“He'll pay. He’s between a rock and a hard place. He 
doesn't have a real choice in the matter.” 

“So you really think that girl in the morgue was a fraud?” 

“Had to be. You had it right all along. No tattoo.” 
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Chapter 29 


Nick Quinn, entering the Chamberton Police 
Department’s squad room, approached Sergeant Worther's 
desk. 

“T need to talk to you in private.” 

“Sure thing, Mr. Quinn. We can talk in a conference 
room.” 

Gesturing toward Frank Kane’s office, Quinn stated, 
“Why don’t we use the Chief’s office. He won't mind.” 

Stepping into the Police Chief’s office, Worther, 
uncomfortable out of loyalty to Kane, awkwardly stood in 
the middle of the room away from Kane’s desk as he asked, 
“Did you come up with anything on Gegner?” 

“Yes. But first, anything I relay to you is strictly on a 
need to know basis for now, understood? 

“Sure,” Worther self-consciously replied. 

“Okay. The information we got on Gegner was that 
he came to Chamberton looking for Michelle Norris. 
Apparently he was involved with her several years ago and 


she stole a large amount of money from him. He wanted it 


back.” 


“But by the time he got here she was already dead,” 
Worther exclaimed. 

“Right. Now here’s the twist in the story. As you know, 
Gegner was running around town claiming that the girl in 
the morgue wasn't Michelle. We have reason to believe that 
he was right.” 

Somewhat confused at this point in Quinn’s narrative 
Worther asked, “Well then, who is she?” 

“That’s what we have to find out. I need you to get her 
fingerprints and run them through the national database. 
See if we can come up with something.” 

“But if the dead girl isn’t who she’s supposed to be that 
would screw up the case against Sanchez,” Worther stated in 
frustration. 

“Yeah. I know that. But more importantly it could add 
to the speculation that Kane suspected it. That would give 
credence to the accusation that he killed Gegner to preserve 
his case against Sanchez.” 

“Jeez,” Worther exclaimed. 

“Now, I see it from a different angle,” Quinn quickly 
stated. “I’m of the opinion that Kane was looking for Gegner 
because he was performing due diligence. He had no real 
proof on the identity of the girl other than that guy Bristow 
claiming that she was his niece. But Kane was following up 
on Gegner’s story. My take on this is that somebody wanted 
Kane out of the way to perpetuate the original story.” 

“Are we going to talk to Chief Kane,” Worther asked. 

“I intend to. It’s a one question issue. Why were you 
really looking for Gegner? And I’m pretty sure what the 


answer will be.” 
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“At least we've got Sanchez. Hopefully we can get a 
conviction on that.” 

“We'll see. There’s more to this business than was 
originally perceived. In the meantime see if you can come up 
with a positive identification on the girl and we'll go from 
there.” 

“Sure, Mr. Quinn. I'll get right on that,” Worther agreed. 

“But like I said, keep everything low key. Need to know 
only,” Quinn added as he left the room. 

As Quinn was leaving the building, stepping out into 
the afternoon light and putting his sunglasses on, a voice to 
his left said, “Hi.” 

Turning toward the blonde haired girl dressed in powder 
blue surgical scrubs Quinn said, “Hello, Cassie.” 

“T want to thank you for talking to Felipé’s lawyer. At 
least I can get in to visit him now.” 

“Good. How often do you come here?” Quinn asked. 

“Every afternoon. Right after work. It’s not really quality 
time. We don’t get to be alone with each other. But I need to 
see him. You know, to see that he’s okay.” 

“Good. Well, that’s something,” Quinn stated. 

Taking a step further toward him, the girl in a hushed 
voice asked, “Felipé’s lawyer seems like a nice guy. But he’s 
kinda old. Is he really a good lawyer?” ; 

Smiling at the girl Quinn assured her. “Trust me. Mr. 
Shields, even at his age, has a very keen legal mind. He’ll do 
his best.” 

“God. I hope so. Felipé is innocent. There’s no way he 
would kill anyone. Michelle was trouble. Who knows what 


else she was up to?” 


“What do,you mean?” Quinn asked. 

“She was just a bitch from the start. All over Felipé. 
Worse than the others. They were just acting like fools.” 

“So Felipé was very popular at the farm?” 

“Sure. But the others didn't matter. He and I are for 
peal 

“How do you mean?” Quinn asked. 

“Real. You know. We're in love,” the girl stated. 

“T see,” Quinn replied. Then switching subjects he asked, 
“Are you a nurse?” 

“No. I work for a veterinarian, part time. I help out in 
the office. Help sometimes with the animals, stock medical 
supplies and whatever else they ask me to do. I was a business 
major in college. My father wanted that so I could graduate 
then join his business. But business bores me. So, I dropped 
out. Now I’m seriously thinking of going to school to be a 
vet tech. That way I could help Felipé when he gets his own 
farm and opens his own business as a trainer.” 

“So, you two discussed that possibility?” 

“Sometimes. Actually, it was mostly my idea,” Cassie 
admitted. 

“Well, when you're young it’s good to look around at all 
the possibilities in life.” 

“Anyway. Thanks for helping me. I’ve got to go in now 
and see my man,” the girl stated as she turned and entered 
the building. 

kok 
“How are you doing, Kane,” Quinn asked as he entered 


the Police Chief’s condo. 
“Going buggy here, sitting around waiting to be indicted 
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for murder. Can't go out. Can't go to the gym. Doing a hell of 
a lot of pushups and ab work on the floor of my living room. 
That’s about it. Did you find out anything about Gegner?” 

“Yeah. Some. But first, tell me why you started to look 
for Gegner. You made a big effort on that for three days.” 

With a self-conscious shrug Kane explained. “Well, I 
started to get curious. The guy wasn't a local. Just showed 
up from somewhere else. Made those accusations about 
the identity of the girl. That didn't make sense to me. Why 
would he be going to all that trouble? I figured I better check 
GOW: 

“Why?” Quinn persisted. 

“I wanted to make sure I got everything right on the 
murder case,” Kane answered. 

“How soe” Quinn quickly asked. 

“Well, I thought I had everything to convict Sanchez. 
But then when this crazy guy showed up I just started to 
think that something wasn’t right. It’s hard to explain. I just 
wanted to make sure that I really had all the pieces in place. 
Does that make any sense, Mr. Quinn?” 

“Yeah. It does,” Quinn agreed. 

“Look. I know what the press is saying. I went off the 
deep end trying to protect my first big conviction. That’s not 
how it was. If Sanchez didn’t really kill the girl then I wanted 
to know that. And if it was that Gegner guy then I would 
arrest him. That’s where I was coming from, Mr. Quinn.” 

“And that sounds about right, Frank,” Quinn replied. 

Alex Tate, entering his car in the parking lot outside 
the Justice Building, pulled out his cell phone and dialed the 


number. r 

“It’s me. They’re back. They were gone for two days. 
Don't know what they were up to. I’m trying to find out. But 
this afternoon my contact informed me that Quinn paid a 
visit to the police station and had a private conversation with 
Worther. I don't know what about. My contact is trying to 
find out. No. Miller wasn’t with him. But this morning both 
of them visited Callaghan in his office. Probably to report 
about whatever they were doing the past two days.” 

Then, after a pause while he listened to the person 
on the line, Tate said, “Well, if you want to have someone 
follow them that’s your call. But remember Quinn’s no 
fool.” Disconnecting from the call Tate now dialed another 
number. “It’s me. I need that information ASAP. Well, work 
on it. You'll be paid. Remember, Sanchez has to be convicted 


and to your benefit Kane has to be eliminated.” 
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Chapter 30 


Sitting at her kitchen table with the late afternoon sun 
streaming through the windows Susan Callaghan, while 
laughing, said to Dana, “So that creep was harassing you and 
out of nowhere Nick decks the guy using a rolled up menu?” 

“Yeah. Then in the blink of an eye he turned and smashed 
the other creep in the face with his beer bottle. It happened 
so fast I couldn't believe it.” 

After another spate of laughing, Susan gasping for 
breath leaned forward and asked, “But you were definitely 
being threatened by that guy?” 

“Oh yeah! He kept grabbing at me. Saying he had plans 
to show me a good time,” Dana explained followed by an 
involuntary shiver. 

Sitting back from the table Susan exclaimed, “Well, 
that’s Nick! Welcome to our dysfunctional family. It’s a done 
deals 

“What do you mean?” 

“Dana, Nick by nature is not a confrontational man. 
It takes something important to set him off like that. And 
when that happens he’s very dangerous. And doesn't give a 


damn about the consequences.” 

“Oh. I get that,” Dana agreed. 

“But my point is what usually sets him off like that is if 
he thinks someone he really cares about is in danger. Believe 
me, I’ve seen that act before.” 

Hesitating to comment, almost reluctant to broach the 
topic of Nick’s relationship in the past with Susan, Dana 
finally asked, “So something happened to you and Nick went 
bonkers?” 

“No. Nobody ever messed with me. Everybody in our 
neighborhood in Philly knew about Nick and me. So, after 
tenth grade I was off limits. Nobody ever came near me.” 

“Just because you were Nick’s girlfriend?” 

“Not just that. It was what happened at the dance and 
Icane 

“What dance and who’s Jean?” 

“Jean. You know, Nick’s sister.” 

“Nick has a sister?” Dana in shock blurted. 

“Oops! You didn’t know? Well, that figures.” 

“No. I didn’t know,” Dana in annoyance admitted. 

“Well, anyway, Nick’s sister Jean is two years older. He 
probably didn’t mention her because they never really got 
along.” 

“Don't make excuses for him, Susan. So what happened 
with his sister that after eighteen months in a relationship 
with him I’ve just found out about?” 

Quickly moving along with her story to distract Dana 
from her anger with Nick Quinn, Susan explained, “Well, 
Jean was always all about herself. Real drama queen. In 


fact, that’s what we used to call her, Jean, the drama queen. 
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Anyhow, for several weeks before this big dance at school Jean 
was complaining about this guy in the senior class with her 
who was constantly after her. Claimed she wasn't interested 
in him at all. But he wouldn't leave her alone. Big guy named 
Tony Falanga. Had to be about six-three and about two 
hundred and twenty pounds. Big football player. So, Jean 
played out this drama to her mother. Who complained to 
her father, who because he was a cop was somewhat reluctant 
to confront this kid unless he had to. He wasn't about to lose 
his job. Plus, by twelfth grade he pretty much had a handle 
on what Jean was all about. But right in the middle of all 
this at home was Nick, who was in tenth grade and made 
it a habit to avoid his sister as much as possible. But in that 
family, hell, you've seen how they operate. They close ranks 
when the chips are down.” Momentarily laughing at the 
decades old story Susan continued on. “Okay. So the night of 
this dance in the gymnasium at school, Jean’s with her group. 
Nick is on the other side of the gym with his. Along comes 
big, goofy Tony Falanga who wants Jean to dance with him. 
She makes a big production of saying no. Then Tony begins 
to argue with her. She gets all dramatic, acting like she’s 
being assaulted or something. And then out of nowhere, like 
you said about your story, Nick picks up a folding chair and 
cracks Tony over the head. I will never forget that as long as I 
live. There must have been two hundred people in that room 
in total shock.” 

After a minute of laughing at her story Susan went on. 
“But that wasn't the best part. Nick picked up that chair 
and clobbered ‘Tony right in front of the school principal 


who had walked over to find out what Jean was carrying 


on about. Nick's parents had to go up and talk the principal 
out of expelling Nick from school.” Laughing again, then 
regaining her composure, Susan stated, “After that, there 
was no one and I mean no one who would mess with me. 
Nobody wanted to deal with Nick. So, like I said, welcome to 
the family. You may not think he takes you seriously. Wrong! 
He’s just like all the men in that family, Mike included. 
They’re lousy communicators.” 

Taking a minute to process Susan’s story about Nick, 
Dana then asked, “What happened to Jean? Where is she 
now?” 

“Oh. She married Tony Falanga. They live out in 
California. He has a job as a regional sales manager for a 
software company and they have two kids. For obvious 
reasons they don’ really keep in touch with Nick,” Susan 
stated while laughing at the irony of her story. 

“Mr. Callaghan. You have a visitor,” the District 
Attorney’s secretary announced on the phone. 

“Who would that be?” Callaghan momentarily 
distracted from his laptop asked. 

“Mr. Conawell,” the secretary answered. 

“Show him in, Marti,” Callaghan instructed as he closed 
the laptop and thought to himself. Okay. Here we go! 

Al Conawell, rail thin in a suit that appeared to be 
two sizes too large but at seventy-five still the all-powerful 
political operative, entered the District Attorney's office. 
Stepping around his desk to shake hands, while fully aware 
that this impromptu visit was no social call, Callaghan, after 


greeting the man and offering him a seat, asked, “So what 
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brings you down our way, Al?” 

Slumped in a chair opposite the District Attorney, 
presenting the appearance of malaise which Callaghan 
through his dealings with the old man discounted, Conawell 
answered. “Oh. I had some business in your area to attend 
to. Thought I'd stop in to see you while I was in the 
neighborhood.” 

“Checking up on me, Al?” Callaghan countered. 

Emitting a strained smile Conawell admitted, “Seems 
like you have quite a dilemma on your hands right now. 
Thought I'd get your take on it.” 

Callaghan, calculating the situation for a moment, 
replied, “Yes. We do have a complex situation to deal with. 
Right now it’s under investigation. And I’m sure your visit 
here today was at the request of certain people who are 
concerned about it.” 

With a slight wave of his right hand the old man 
acknowledging Callaghan’s aggressive response stated, 
“The fact is I was called by several prominent constituents 
who also happen to be prominent fund raisers. Yes, at the 
moment, they are very concerned about the Norris murder 
and how you are handling it.” 

“Pm fully aware that Dan Roman, Mayor Kronemuller 
and various others in the county are heavily invested in the 
Bristow project. I can understand their concern. But as I said, 
right now the two murders are presenting a very complex 
scenario. Ihe whole thing is under investigation. And Al,” 
Callaghan forcefully stated while looking eye to eye with the 
old man, “I have no inclination to rush the process along 


and come up with erroneous conclusions just because a 
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group of well-heeled people are nervous about their business 
investment.” Leaning forward in confrontation Callaghan 
asked, “Now. Are you here to tell me to call in the State 
Police?” 

Emitting a thin smile, mentally aware that he wasn't 
going to get anywhere in an attempt to intimidate Michael 
Callaghan, Conawell replied, “No. Not at all. Right now our 
policy in Harrisburg on this matter is hands off. Although, 
given the fact that your Chief of Police is under suspicion of 
murder, I would recommend that you have an independent 
investigator conduct the investigation.” 

“That’s already in place, Al,” Callaghan shot back. 

“Who would that be?” 

“Tve appointed Nick Quinn and from my office Dana 
Miller,” Callaghan replied. 

“T see,” Conawell slowly replied. “A formidable duo. And 
no doubt they will follow the trail of evidence no matter who 
it involves.” 

“They did in the Murdoch case,” Callaghan replied, 
fully aware that the Murdoch case had resulted in an 
embarrassment for the Governor. 

Shifting uncomfortably in his chair Conawell stated 
almost to himself, “Well, that should be interesting.” 
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Chapter 31 


Tossing a lap of hay into the last stall on the right side 
of the barn Junior walking back toward the midpoint of the 
building turned toward Quinn, who had been distributing 
hay to the stalls at the opposite side asked, “So, Patron. You 
tellin me that Felipé didn’t do it. But you also tellin’ me you 
can't get him outta jail. How can that be?” 

As the two men gazed out the back door of the barn at 
the vast field beyond basking in the late afternoon sunlight, 
Quinn explained. “Like I told you. My opinion is that Felipé 
did not kill the girl. He had no reason to. Even by accident. 
It was well known that she was pursuing him.” 

“That’s always the way with Felipé,” Junior agreed. 

“Right,” Quinn stated then continued on. “The autopsy 
concluded that the girl was drugged and that type of drug 
is used to render the victim basically unconscious for the 
purpose of rape.” 

“Felipé don't need that. The chiquitas fallin all over him. 
Alla time,” Junior scowled. 

“So ve heard,” Quinn stated. “It doesn't fit. There’s no 
motive. I believe that he showed up for that late night date 
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and found her already dead. Just like he said.” 

“So was the problem?” 

“The problem, Junior, is that I have to prove that. And 
the only way I can do that is to find out who the real killer 
ish 

“How you gonna do that?” 

“Don't know yet. First, I have to find out who the girl 
really is. Then go from there. Right now there are too many 
unanswered questions.” 

“Is crazy man. Give me a headache to think ‘bout it,” 
Junior commented as the two men, gazing out at the lush 
green field, failed to notice the elderly woman walking flat 
footed and duck footed simultaneously pass by the opened 
front door behind them. 

“So the District Attorney, he tell you to find the real 
killer?” 

“He appointed me to investigate the murder of the 
other guy, Barry Gegner.” 

“The one the Police Chief ran over?” 

“Yeah. But he didn't do it.” 

Shaking his head, Junior in bewilderment stated, “You 
sayin’ Felipé didn’t do it. Now you tell me the Police Chief 
didn’t do it. You sayin a lotta people didn't do it. And you 
sayin both murders are connected. That's a lot to figure out, 
Patron.” 

“Yeah. I know,” Quinn agreed. “Ms. Miller will be here 
tonight for a strategy meeting. 

“Hey! The senorita’s back. Way to go, Patron.” 

“Tt’s just a business meeting.” 

“Yeah. But after you two get done talkin murder business, 
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you can strategy your own business with each other,” Junior 
laughed. 

Then, at the sound of an engine coming to life and a 
slight screech of tires on the driveway, the two men frowned 
at the opened front door as Nettie, seated on the tractor, 
sped by and proceeded out onto St. John’s Road. 

After a second of disbelief by the two at what had just 
happened, Quinn yelled to Junior, “Get my pickup!” 

By the time the two men, with Junior at the wheel of 
the vehicle, barreled onto St. John’s Road swerving to the 
right, the elderly woman seated on the tractor was a quarter 
mile ahead, disappearing over a crest in the road. 

“Make up the distance,” Quinn yelled as Junior floored 
the gas pedal. 

Rounding a bend in the road at the top of the crest, the 
two stared in confusion at the empty road before them. 

“Hit the brakes!” Quinn ordered as Junior immediately 
complied causing the pickup truck to fishtail to a screeching 
stop. 

“Back up and turn right. She must have turned right on 
Argyle.” 

“You mean that little dirt road?” 

“Yeah. There are some houses about a quarter mile down 
that road.” t 

“Does she know them people?” 

“No. Just go down the road,” Quinn ordered. 

A half mile along the narrow dirt road Junior with a 
quick glance in the rearview mirror said, “Uh oh!” 
“What?” Quinn immediately asked. 


“Patron. She faked us out, man. She done a U-turn on 


one of those house’ s lawns. She goin’ back the other way.” 

“Shit! Turn around. Catch her,” Quinn impatiently 
ordered. 

“I don got enough room, Patron. I gonna have to go on 
a lawn, too,” Junior explained. 

“Do it!” Quinn ordered as the truck immediately 
swerved onto a patch of grass in front of a small bungalow, 
knocking over a pink plaster bird bath in the process, before 
swerving out onto the dirt road again in hot pursuit. 

Forty yards from the intersection of Argyle Road and 
St. John’s, Junior shouted, “She took a left. Maybe she goin 
back to the farm.” Then as the woman perched on the high 


? 


seat of the tractor sped back in the other direction passing 
in front of them traveling off to their right, Quinn yelled, 
“Hit the brakes.” Too late to maneuver properly, the pickup 
truck crossed over St. John’s Road slamming through a fence 
and proceeded to make a wide U-turn while bouncing in an 
uneven field. Fishtailing the truck back onto the road, Junior 
once again in pursuit said, “Patron, did you see her? It look 
like all her hair fall out.” 

“She’s wearing a bathing cap on her head,” Quinn 
explained. 

A half mile further on St. John’s the pickup pulled 
alongside the woman who turning to her left in mild 
curiosity said, “Why, Nicky, are you out shopping today, too? 
Why didn’t you tell me? I could have given you a lift.” 

Following Quinn up the stairs to his apartment over the 
three car garage at the end of the driveway Dana, carrying her 


briefcase and laptop, asked, “So when did this happen?” 
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“Around four o'clock. Four hours ago when Junior and I 
were feeding the horses.” 

“So neither of you noticed her walking by the barn 
toward the tractor? Nick, when are you going to learn? The 
woman is eighty-five years old and has dementia. She doesn't 
know which end is up. She should be in assisted living with 
constant care.” 

“That’s not the deal,” Quinn replied. 

“What deal?” Dana asked as she put the briefcase and 
laptop on the living room floor next to the coffee table. 

“Just the deal. When she was diagnosed she gave me 
power of attorney and requested to stay in her home.” 

“So, get some help to come in every day. You can't be 
everywhere. Down with the horses. ‘Taking care of Nettie. 
Solving murders.” 

“Yeah. Well, the solving murders part is definitely an 
occasional thing. And not really a preference in my life plan 
at this point.” 

Gazing at the wall opposite the couch now covered 
with a large sheet of paper containing various names Dana 
surmised, “Well, Nicky, it might not be your preference as 
you say but you seem to be working at it. What does this all 
mean?” 

Turning toward the wall, Quinn explained. “Okay. As you 
can see top center, Bristow Group. Arrow down to Michelle 
Norris. To her right, Barry ‘Bubba’ Gegner. To her left, Felipé 
Sanchez. Below Michelle, Frank Kane. Now we know what 
some of these people are all about. Michelle was pursuing 
Felipé. We now know that Gegner was pursuing Michelle 
for his own reasons. And we know that although Kane had 
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arrested Felipé Sanchez for the murder of Michelle, he had 
begun to have doubts about the case, like where Gegner fit 
in and, in particular, the actual identity of the dead girl. So, 
we know all that.” 

“Okay. I follow,” Dana agreed. 

“That leaves two unanswered questions. Who really 
is the girl in the county morgue? Gegner went to a lot of 
trouble to find Michelle Norris. Then raises hell about the 
fact that the girl in the morgue wasn't her. I don't think he 
was lying about that. The second question is if the dead girl 
isnt Michelle Norris why didn't Bristow know that?” 

“What about Sanchez and Frank Kane,” Dana asked. 

“Sanchez was just a bystander. Caught up in the wrong 
place at the wrong time. He really had no motive. Kane’s 
situation is more complex. He got suspicious. Then, because 
of that, was set up to get him out of the way. Two birds with 
one stone. Get rid of Gegner and neutralize Kane.” 

“But whore” Dana asked. 

“Don't know yet. But first order of business is to find 
out the true identity of the dead girl. Hopefully Sergeant 
Worther will get a hit on the fingerprints.” 

Leaving the hotel’s restaurant after a cordial dinner with 
the man he had known all his life, Alex Tate processed the 
grim news. Al Conawell had been sympathetic but had made 
it clear that no one in Harrisburg wanted to get involved 
with the Norris murder. No one wanted to go up against 
Callaghan on this, particularly with Quinn and Miller 
involved. No one wanted to get burned again. ‘The line had 


now been drawn. His career making case was in jeopardy. 
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They were all in league to save Kane’s career. Callaghan, 
Miller and Quinn. He had the evidence to convict Sanchez 
even with Kane’s testimony in question. But with Quinn and 
Miller involved there was no telling what would happen. It 
was all going to slip away. Tate knew it. 

Reaching for his cell phone while he pondered that 
thought he dialed the number. “It’s me. I just talked to 
Conawell. We won't get any help from Harrisburg. They’re 
afraid of getting burned again. It’s all about Quinn and 
Miller. It’s up to us. As soon as my contact lets me know 
what they're doing Il pass it on to you. Then you can do 


whatever it takes.” 
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Chapter 32 


Fifteen miles away on the northwest edge of 
Chamberton, Frank Kane, lying on an exercise mat in the 
middle of his living room, stopped in mid crunch at the 
sound of the doorbell. Sitting straight up then reaching to 
his left for the TV remote Kane, while lowering the volume 
on the baseball game he had been watching and rising to his 
feet, walked to the door. Looking out the door’s peep hole to 
the sight of Jen Novak holding a large shopping bag Kane 
unbolted and opened the door while breathlessly saying, 
“Fey.” 

Smiling at the sight of the muscular Police Chief in gym 
shorts and nothing else Jen Novak stated, “I guess my timing 
is perfect. Glad to see you're keeping yourself in shape.” 

Pulling Novak into his condo then quickly closing and 
bolting the door, Kane, cupping a hand behind her head, 
kissed the girl, mindless of the shopping bag of groceries 
between them. Then stepping away said, “Am I glad to see 
you. But I told you we should keep everything low profile 
right now. I don’t want you to get mixed up in this mess I’m 
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After another quick peck on his lips, Novak, walking 
to the kitchen to unpack the contents of the bag, stated, “I 
know. But I had to see you. I had to make sure that you're 
okay. I’m greedy. I’ve missed you! And you have to eat so I 
brought food.” 

“T’ve missed you, too,” Kane admitted. 

Taking his hand, Novak proceeded to lead Kane to his 
bedroom while stating, “Good. We agree. Now let’s take care 
of that right now.” 

Entering the bedroom, Kane, out of habit, flicked the 
light switch on the wall to the on position. Novak turning 
around to him while smiling said, “Turn off the lights, Frank. 
It will be more romantic.” 

An hour later, as Kane and Novak both physically spent 
lay side by side in the darkened room, Novak running both 
hands through her hair brushing it from her moist forehead 
said to herself, “Oh man! Who knew?” 

Kane with an ironic smile stated, “Thank God for you. 
Right now you're the only positive thing Pve got going on in 
my life.” Rising up on an elbow Novak stated, “You'll get past 
all this, Frank. Haven't the police come up with something 
to prove that you weren't driving your truck that night?” 

Staring straight ahead into the darkness Kane replied, 
“So far, nothing. Forensics went all over my truck. No DNA. 
No fingerprints other than mine. A few smudges on the 
steering wheel but that doesn’t really prove anything.” 

“No witnesses of the accident?” Novak asked. 

“Yeah. Accident,” Kane derisively replied. “No. They 


canvassed that whole neighborhood. Came up with nothing. 
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At that time of night I’m not surprised. The only thing going 
on is that the special investigators tracked down info on the 
victim.” 

“Like what?” Novak asked while laying back on her 
pillow. 

“They found an expired driver’s license with an address 
in Hackensack, New Jersey.” 

“Hackensack?” Novak interrupted. 

“Yeah,” Kane replied. “Anyhow, the investigators went 
there and talked to Gegner’s former landlady. She put them 
on to Gegner’s home town in upstate Pennsylvania. 

“What came of that?” Novak asked in a rush. 

“Inconclusive,” Kane explained. “Supposedly Gegner 
was looking for Michelle Norris because she had stolen 
money from him years ago. Ihen when he got to Chamberton 
it wasn't the right girl. Then he went on a rant around town 
complaining about it. The story doesn't make sense. That’s 
why I got curious and wanted to talk to Gegner in the first 
place.” 

Turning her face toward Kane, Novak asked, “What do 
you mean, didn’t make sense, Frank?” 

“Gegner walked into the Justice Building and wound up 
talking to Dana Miller, one of the assistant district attorneys. 
He claimed that the real Michelle Norris would have a tattoo 
of a snake on her back just like the one he had on his arm. 
Miller checked it out. The girl in the morgue doesn't have 
a tattoo. Then after Miller contacted me about that I got 
curious. After that, well, you know what happened. Gegner 
gets run over by my truck and I’m accused of murdering him. 


Quinn thinks I was set up.” 
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“Who's Quinn?” Novak asked while running a hand 
through her hair again. 

“Nick Quinn. He’s a retired police detective from Philly. 
The District Attorney appointed him and Dana Miller as 
independent investigators to sort everything out.” 

“Do you think they can help your” 

“If anybody can. Yeah. About two years ago they caught 
a serial killer. It was a big deal statewide. Mr. Quinn says the 
first order of business is to find out if the dead girl is or isn’t 
Michelle Norris.” 

Turning toward Novak, Kane asked, “How long have 
you worked for Bristow?” 

Lying still in the darkness looking toward the ceiling 
Novak slowly replied, “About six years.” 

“Was Michelle with Bristow when he hired you?” 

“Yes,” Novak answered. “He told me she was his niece. 
Mr. Bristow wouldn't have any reason to lie about that. And 
who's to say that man was telling the truth?” 

“Quinn and Miller think he was,” Kane replied. 

“So what did you find out last night while you were 
mixing business and pleasure with our defrocked Police 
Chief,” Leon Dekker asked as he stood in front of Jen 
Novak's desk with his morning coffee in hand. 

Giving Dekker a dirty look in response to his snide 
remark, Novak replied, “Kane’s still on the hook for the 
murder. The police can’t find any evidence to prove otherwise.” 

“Too bad for him,” Dekker commented. 

“But the District Attorney assigned a team of special 


investigators to that whole affair. So far they've researched 


Gegner’s past and the working theory is that the girl in the 
morgue isn't Michelle Norris. Right now they don’t know 
who she is,” Novak explained. 

“Well, they won't. But I don’t like this. Who are these 
investigators?” Dekker asked. 

“Somebody named Dana Miller, an assistant district 
attorney and a guy named Quinn, apparently a retired police 
detective. Probably an old man.” 

“Well, we already know that they consider the identity 
of the girl to be in question. That’s why they won't release 
the body for burial despite Roger crying a bucket load of 
crocodile tears in front of them. But I still don't like it. Now 
the spotlight will definitely be on us.” 

“No, it won't,” snapped Novak. “They'll spend all their 
time trying to identify the girl. And we already know that 
they wont come up with anything. We're almost at the finish 
line with the project. While they’re preoccupied with their 
investigation, we close the deal. Transfer the money and go 
our separate ways. We stick to the plan.” 

“T still don't like it. This deal is jinxed! And did that 
Mexican kill the girl?” Dekker contemplated aloud. 

Irritated by Dekker’s negativity Novak replied, “I don't 


know and I don’t give a damn.” 


2A? 


220 


Chapter 33 


Quinn astride the big bay exited the ring and making 
a sharp right turn walked the horse down the alley that 
separated the ring from the lower field toward the barn 
while checking his watch noting the time at ten oclock in 
the morning. 

Softly patting the animal’s neck Quinn soothingly 
said, “You did all right today, Beau. A little tight on the lead 
changes. But for an old guy not bad at all.” As horse and rider 
came to a stop in front of the barn Junior walked out into 
the mid-morning sunlight to take the horse while stating, 
“Patron. I think you got a message on your cell phone.” 

Dismounting, then handing the reins to his assistant, 
Quinn went directly into the barn to the cell phone which 
he had left on a shelf by the feed bin. Checking the number 
Quinn, not bothering to listen to the message, pressed the 
return call button. 

“Worther. It’s Quinn. What do you have?” 

“Nothing, Mr. Quinn. Not a damn thing came up on 
the fingerprints from the National Database.” 

“Still at square one then,” Quinn, thinking out loud, 


stated. 

“Looks that way.” 

“All right, Worther. Time for Plan B. I'll take it from 
here,” Quinn instructed and disconnected the call. Waiting 
a few seconds he then pushed the speed dial to Dana Miller. 

“What's up, Nick,” Dana asked, coming online amid an 
annoying amount of background noise. 

“Where are you? It sounds like you're doing laundry?” 
Quinn asked. 

“Tm at the gym. I’m on the treadmill, that’s all. Now 
what do you want?” an apparently impatient Dana asked. 

“Working off stress?” Quinn inquired. 

“Somewhat.” 

“Anything I can do to help?” 

“Stick to business, Nicky,” Dana snapped then said, 
“Maybe your sister, Jean, could give me advice on how to 
deal with stressful issues or people. You know, Jean, the sister 
you never told me about.” 

After almost a minute of silence Quinn lamely replied, 
“Well, that never came up.” 

“Yeah. For over eighteen months.” Then emitting a 
groan of frustration Dana asked, “What’s up? Why did you 
call me?” 

“T just heard from Worther. Nothing on the database 
regarding fingerprints. So we've got that established.” 

“Great! We've established that we've got nothing on an 
I.D. for the dead girl. That’s real progress. Now what?” 

“Did you enlist Stefanik to help out?” 

“Yeah. He was willing to work for free. But per your 
instructions I contracted to pay him fifty an hour. And that 
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will still piss off Mike. You can deal with that issue.” 

“Fine. I’m going to need to talk to Stefanik. Clue him 
in on what we need. Can you bring him out to the farm 
tonight?” 

“Tl call him and set it up. Around eight. Am I bringing 
food also?” 

“Would you? That would be a big help.” 

“Fine,” Dana amid heavy breathing stated. 

“You sure I can't help you with that stress problem?” 
Quinn devilishly asked. 

“Stick to business, Nicky. We have unresolved other 
issues,” Dana quickly replied then disconnected. 

Quinn turned off his cell phone and tossed it back on 
the shelf while thinking to himself, big mouth, Susan! 

Alex Tate, pacing back and forth in front of the District 
Attorney's desk while rapidly clicking the ballpoint pen in 
his right hand, argued his position. “There’s no reason why 
this trial shouldn't proceed on schedule. I don't have to 
mention Kane in court. There were two other police officers 
involved in the investigation.” 

Callaghan seated at his desk with a sour look on his face 
replied, “Kane’s testimony in court would be necessary, Alex. 
An absence of that would severely taint the prosecution's case 
against Sanchez. Shields is an old man, granted. But don’t let 
that fool you. He’s still sharp enough to take advantage of 
that situation. Trust me. I would know.” 

Still pacing and rapidly clicking away Tate stated, “But 
you cant keep something like this on hold forever. That 
would impair the prosecution's case.” 


Fed up with the dramatics playing out before him 
Callaghan, voice now rising, cut to the chase. “Look, Alex. 
First off, I know the reason youre here is because Al Conawell 
told you that the State Police are staying out of this business 
for now. He told me the same thing. So that’s the way it is. 
Secondly, the victim’s identity is in question. That has to be 
resolved before we take this to court. So Quinn and Miller 
need time to determine the I.D. ‘There’s no getting around 
that.’ 

Quickly turning in midstride, Tate almost in a whine 
asked, “Why does Miller have to be involved at all in this 
business?” 

Sitting back from his desk Callaghan, his patience 
waning, explained, “Because Quinn and Miller have worked 
together before. And they get results.” Then deciding he had 
heard enough from Tate today Callaghan stated, “I know 
it’s been a slow month. Only two murders. But while you're 
waiting for the big green light to go on so you can rush 
this trial into court why don't you prosecute a car theft or 
something? Take something from one of the other assistant 
district attorney’s and busy yourself with that.” 

Tate, standing stock still in front of Callaghan, enraged 
at the way he was being dismissed from his boss's office, 
suddenly wheeled around and pen clicking at an accelerated 
pace stormed out of the room. Callaghan upon the closure 
of his office door thought to himself, I wonder if that fool is 
in court clicking away with that pen. 

As Dana cleaned the table of paper plates and two 


now empty pizza boxes, Quinn rising from his chair walked 
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over toward the large sheet of paper on the living room wall 
which contained the various names. 

“First off, Clark, I need you to enhance the sequence of 
surveillance pictures of the truck on Main Street.” 

“Yeah. Dana forwarded those to me today, Mr. Quinn,” 
Stefanik replied. 

Glancing for a moment toward Dana still in the kitchen 
Quinn continued. “Great. The camera angles were too high. 
And it was late at night. But do what you can even if we can 
determine just the build of the driver.” 

“Sure,” Stefanik agreed. 

“The second thing is this girl,” Quinn stated while 
pointing toward the name Michelle Norris on the wall. “We 
need you to access everything you can from horse shows on 
the West Coast for the past three years. Jumper shows.” 

“What specifically?” Stefanik asked as he sipped a beer. 

“Entry forms. Award photos. Newspaper interviews. 
Show results. Website information from the shows. Candid 
photographs on the shows’ websites. From there go on the 
United States Equestrian Federation website. See if she 
shows up there in any way. Just keep digging. The more you 
can get on her the better. But really concentrate on pictures 
with captions stating her name.” 

“Then what?” 

“That will be good for starters. We'll get into other 
things later,” Quinn replied. 

“Like what?” Dana entering the room asked. 

“The uncle. We need to know more about him and his 
business,” Quinn answered. 


Rising from the couch the six-foot-three, two hundred 


and forty pound ex-football player, turned IT wizard, 
stretched for a moment as he stated, “Okay, Mr. Quinn. I’m 
going to head out now before I sit too long on your couch 
and get sleepy. I want to get home and fool around with 
those pictures from Main Street.” 

Clasping the big man’s hand Quinn said, “Clark, as 
always, I appreciate your help.” 

“Hey! No problem, Mr. Quinn. It’s something different 
and it’s fun. Besides, I’m getting paid.” 

After walking Stefanik to his car, Dana, climbing back 
up the stairs to Quinn’s apartment, asked, “Why can't we 
speed up the process a bit?” 

“What do you mean?” Quinn asked. 

“Well, you've got Clark off checking out Kane’s truck 
and researching the girl. But obviously we need to find out 
more about Bristow. As you said if she wasn't his niece why 
didn't he know it?” 

“Okay. What do you have in mind?” 

“Why don’t we just interview him?” 

“Td like to get info on the girl first,” Quinn explained. 

“For what? To see if he’s lying?” Dana asked. 

“Partly,” Quinn admitted. “Keep in mind. We're not just 
dealing with two murders. We've got the issue of Kane being 
set up for Gegner’s murder. Somebody wanted Kane out of 
the way. Why? Something more complex is going on here. 
Your idea is good. But we need to approach it more subtly 


and possibly from a different angle.” 
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Chapter 34 


“Well, why can’t I be there while you question Sanchez?” 
Dana asked. 

Quinn, standing outside the county jail in the afternoon 
sunlight, watched Charlie Shields hustling through the 
parking lot toward him as he replied, “For obvious reasons. 
You're with the District Attorney’s Office. We have enough 
problems getting a straight answer out of this guy. With you 
here, he’ll really clam up.” 

“Bullshit, Nick! You're cutting me out of the investigation. 
What are you afraid of? Me falling for his Latin charm?” 

Rolling his eyes at that statement, Quinn in an effort 
to diffuse the situation replied, “No, not at all. I like to think 
that you're smarter than that. Last night I told you that we 
have to approach the identification issue from a different 
angle. Well, this is part of that process.” 

“Are you going to report back to me the results of this 
interview?” Dana pointedly asked. 

“Of course,” Quinn replied then announced, “Charlie’s 
here now. I’ve got to go.” 


Disconnecting the call just as the elderly lawyer 
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approached, Quinn said, “Thanks for coming out from Philly 
on short notice, Charlie.” 

“No problem, Nick. I can’t stay too long though. I’m due 
on the radio at five tonight. The State Supreme Court came 
down with a ruling this morning and I’m going to explain 
the ramifications. Who were you just talking to?” 

“Dana. She’s annoyed at not being included.” 

“No! No! She can't be here. She’s a district attorney,” 
Charlie blurted as the two men entered the building. 

“T know, Charlie. I reminded her of that fact.” 

“Well, that girl’s a spitfire. Always wants to go a hundred 
miles an hour.” 

“Yeah. Well, last time she did that I wound up getting 
my second knee replacement,” Quinn stated as the two 
entered the interview room. 

Five minutes later Felipé Sanchez was led into the room, 
as before, clad in an orange jumpsuit and now sporting a 
three day growth of beard. 

Taking a seat across the table from his lawyer and 
Quinn, Sanchez with an insolent look asked, “When are you 
going to get me out of here?” 

Shields shifting in his chair replied, “We're working 
toward that. That’s why Mr. Quinn is here today. He needs 
some more information from you.” 

With a brief look of disgust Sanchez asked, “What 
information do you need nowe” 

“I need to know more about Michelle.” 

“You already asked me about her. There’s nothing more 
to add,” Sanchez in an irritated tone replied. 


Suddenly Quinn reached across the table and grabbed 
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Sanchez by the front collar of the jumpsuit, pulling him 
forward in a violent manner. Then, eye to eye, faces only 
inches apart, stated, “Listen stupid! Drop the act. You're 
not someone of royalty. You're not wealthy. You're just some 
young punk from Mexico who drifted up here to screw 
more women. That’s your deal. But now it’s gotten you in 
a lot of trouble. You're looking at twenty years in prison. By 
then you'll be almost fifty. Who the hell’s going to look at 
you then pretty boy? Now, I know you didn’t do it. But if 
you don’t start cooperating with me, Mr. Shields and I are 
walking out of here. Then you'll be in court with a public 
defender. And that will guarantee your ass a one way ticket 
to twenty years hard time.” Violently pushing Sanchez back 
to his chair Quinn concluded his tirade by yelling, “Wise 


up!” 

Sanchez with his head down sulked in his chair for 
several minutes while Charlie Shields who somehow had 
maneuvered his chair several feet away during Quinn’s 
outburst moved back to the table. 

After a prolonged silence Sanchez slowly lifting his face 
toward Quinn asked, “What do you want to know?” 

Quinn, leaning forward in a conspiratorial manner, 
asked, “How many women were you involved with since 
moving here?” 

After a moment of contemplation *Sanchez calmly 
Statedss Ole 

“Single or married,” Quinn asked. 

“Both,” 

“Ages?” 


“Some in their thirties. Some younger,” Sanchez almost 
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in a whisper replied. 

“Any under eighteen?” 

“No,” Sanchez quickly replied. 

“And they all approached you?” 

“Yes. That’s always the way.” 

“Did you have sex with them all?” 

“Yes,” Sanchez replied while Charlie Shields mumbled, 
“Jesus Christ,” to himself as he rolled his eyes. 

Quinn, ignoring Shields, with his eyes still fixed on 
Sanchez now asked, “What did they talk about?” 

Confused by the question Sanchez asked, “What do 
you mean?” 

“Before or after. What did they talk about?” Quinn 
persisted. 

“All different things,” Sanchez replied. 

“Did any of them talk about the future? Like making 
plans with you?” 

“Some.” 

“Did Michelle Norris talk about any future plans with 
your” 

Vesa 

“And what was your reaction to that?” 

“T just listen. That’s what I always do.” 

“So you didn't add to the conversation?” 

“No. Never,” Sanchez affirmed. 

“What plans did Michelle talk about?” 

“T don't know. Something about getting money from the 
old man so we could buy a training facility together. I don’t 
pay too much attention to what they say,” Sanchez admitted. 


“So, she was going to get her uncle to finance the 
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purchase of a farm for you two?” Quinn asked. 

After a moment of contemplation Sanchez stated, “No. 
She said she had a way to make him give her the money.” 

“Are you sure she said it that way?” Quinn pointedly 
asked. 

“Yes. 1 didn’t understand what she meant by that,” 
Sanchez admitted. 

ok 

Walking out of the building Shields gesturing with 
both hands theorized, “I don't know what got accomplished 
in there, Nick. All that proved to me was that I can't bring 
up anything about Sanchez’s background in court. A jury 
gets an earful of what he’s been up to they’ll put him away 
real taste 

“We got a few things, Charlie,” Quinn thoughtfully 
replied. 

“Like what?” 

“Two things. The murder fit the usual pattern. After you 
get past street crime which is usually incidental, you get the 
traditional big three motives.” 

“What do you mean?” Shields at a loss inquired. 

“The usual motives for murder. Money, revenge or a 
crime of passion. All three of those motives for murder require 
advance planning and premeditation,” Quinn explained. 

“Great, but that could include Sanchez too,” Shields 
argued. 

“There’s no real motive, Charlie,” Quinn countered. 

“Maybe not in your mind. But I have to deal with twelve 
people who are not trained detectives, Nick. They'll go for 
the simple scenario.” 


Ignoring Shields’ statement Quinn continued on. “The 
second thing is that Felipé had too much going on with 
too many woman at the same time. That opens up a lot of 
possibilities. Chances are the ladies were comparing notes 
and jockeying for position. That leaves the door open for 
somebody going into a jealous rage and committing murder. 
Like I said, crime of passion. And with the method involved 
definitely advance planning.” | 

“What was the deal with Michelle Norris getting 
money from the uncle?” Shields asked. 

“Don't know, Charlie. But Pd like to find out how she 
could make him cough up the money to finance a future 


with Felipé.” 
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Chapter 35 


Pulling her SUV into the long driveway of Louden 
Farm, Dana, glancing at Nick in the seat next to her, said, 
“Well, thank you for including me in this interview today.” 

Quinn gazing at several horses in the field to his right 
absently replied, “No problem.” 

“T was being sarcastic, Nick!” Dana shot back as she 
pulled into a parking space near the barn. 

“Yeah, 1 know. But I wouldn't have gotten the information 
I needed from Sanchez with you there. There was no other 
option,” Quinn calmly replied. 

“And now we're here to confirm what Sanchez told 
you?” 

“Going to try,” Quinn replied as he got out of the vehicle 
and was immediately pounced upon by Kate Louden’s large, 
playful dog. : 

Pushing the dog away then letting him return for a 
series of rough pets on his neck and sides Quinn said to 
Dana, “I like this dog. He’s fun.” 

“Well, then you can have him. He’s no use to me as a 


watch dog. And he’s eating me out of house and home,” Kate 


Louden stated as she walked from the barn toward Nick and 
Dana. 

“Ms. Louden, how are you today?” Nick asked. 

“Never mind the preliminaries, Quinn. What do you 
want to know now?” Louden asked as she swung her leg in 
the direction of the bounding animal to push him away. 

“A couple of questions. Just to clarify a few things about 
your clients and their involvement with Felipé,” Quinn 
explained. 

“That could be a touchy subject, Quinn. Ask away. But I 
may not want to answer them. I’ve got a business to protect 
here. I already made that clear to you the other day.” 

“Understood,” Quinn answered. Then as the three stood 
in the driveway watching the large black and white dog go 
off toward the wide lawn and the shrubbery surrounding the 
house apparently in search of a toy or bone, Quinn asked, 
“Felipé admits to being involved with several of your clients. 
Were you aware of that?” 

“I was aware that they were starting to make fools of 
themselves over him. But how much they were involved 
wasn't my business. I really didn't want to know the extent of 
that!” Louden answered. 

“But you were beginning to get concerned?” Quinn 
asked. 

“Yeah. I was. I was afraid that things were getting out 
of control.” 

“But you told me the other day that you hired him with 
his apparent charm in mind!” 

“Yeah. I thought it was a good idea at the time. And, 
as I already told you the other day, I came to realize that I'd 
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made a mistake.” 

“Yes, you did mention that,” Quinn agreed then asked, 
“Who was the most aggressive in pursuit of Felipé?” 

Hesitating a moment Louden then slowly replied, “I 
don't think I want to answer that one.” 

“Okay. Fair enough,” Quinn replied. “Would you say 
that Michelle Norris was aggressively interested in Felipé?” 

“Yes. She was.” 

“Did the other clients notice that?” 

“Yes. It was obvious to everyone.” 

“Were they upset about that?” Quinn probed. 

“Yeah. The more it went on the more they started to act 
like silly bitches,” Louden derisively replied. 

“But Michelle wasn't here every day. She didn't own a 
horse.” 

“She was here enough to cause trouble,” Louden replied. 

“How’s that?” 

“She was all over him right from the start,” Louden 
answered. 

“Did she have intentions of purchasing a horse?” 

“Absolutely not,” 

“Why was that?” 

“The agreement was for her just to come out and ride 
three days a week. It was made clear to me from the start that 
buying a horse was not on the agenda,” Louden explained. 

“Not even lessons?” Quinn asked. 

“No. She didn’t really need them. The girl knew horses. 
And she was an excellent rider.” 

“Did she make appointments for time in the saddle?” 

“No. That guy Dekker, the business manager for 


Bristow, made all the arrangements, He’s the one that told 
me purchasing a horse was not in the works.” 

“What wasrshe like when she was out here>” 

“At first kinda remote. Just into the horses I let her ride. 
I think she was bored with her life here. Then she zoned in 
on Felipé and turned into the super flirt.” 

“Really,” Quinn stated. “And did that bother anyone in 
particular here?” 

“Probably. I'd rather not say,” Louden stiffly replied. 

“How about Cassie Roman?” Quinn abruptly asked. 
“You already told me she was the one who was totally 
enamored with Felipé.” 

Giving Quinn a stern look of disapproval Louden stated, 
“Not really my place to say, Quinn.” Then added, “Don’t go 
out of your way to promote a scenario. She’s just a kid. A very 
wealthy kid. And I don't need you to invent something that 
would screw up my business.” 

“Point taken,” Quinn acknowledged. “Did Michelle 
ever talk about Bristow and his business?” 

“No. Never. My impression was that she was just the 
niece. Just along for the ride. Now, time is money, Quinn. 
And I’m out of time. I’ve got a business to run,” Louden 
stated with finality. 

“What did you think about that?” Quinn asked Dana as 
they drove from the farm. 

“Under that genteel veneer, she’s one tough woman. | 
wouldn't want to be on her bad side,” Dana replied. 

“Mmm,” Quinn thoughtfully agreed. “Well, we've 
established the fact that Michelle was definitely after Felipé 
and the other ladies didn’t like that, and lastly that she was 
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apparently not involved in Bristow’s business.” 

“So what does that prove if she wasn't involved with the 
business?” Dana asked. 

“She told Felipé that she had a way to make Bristow 
give her a large amount of money. Enough money to buy a 
farm for her and Felipé to open a training facility.” 

“Sor” Dana persisted. 

“So. She must have had some angle or knowledge about 
Bristow’s financial affairs. She was aware of something, 
maybe something that Bristow didn’t want known to the 
public or for that matter his investors.” 

“T think you're reaching too far with that theory, Nick.” 

“Maybe. But I’m just kicking around ideas.” 

Thirty-five minutes later, as Dana entered the driveway 
of Walker’s Way, another pick-up truck pulled in behind 
them stopping in front of the barn. 

“Who's this?” Dana asked as she reached for her ringing 
cell phone. 

Looking over his shoulder at the visitor Quinn replied, 
“It’s the vet. He’s dropping off some meds I ordered.” 

While Dana walked off toward the tack room Quinn 
approached Dr. Dorney who was standing in the barn’s 
entrance holding a large plastic bag. 

“Hey, Doc. I appreciate you dropping off the meds so 
quickly. Nothing like same day service.” 

“No problem, Nick. I had to be in the neighborhood 
anyway. How’s the big guy?” 

“Come on in and take a look,” Quinn replied as the two 


men entered the barn and walked down the row of stalls to 


the brown horse calmly eating hay. 

Gazing into the stall, taking note of the footing, the 
veterinarian asked, “Has this stall been cleaned lately?” 

“Not since early this morning,” Quinn replied. 

“Okay. Good. He’s a little better. Not as loose as he has 
been. But it still takes about five more days for the atropine 
to really get into his system. It won't be a total cure but it’ll 
help keep him more manageable.” 

“Anything’s better than how he was, Doc,” Quinn 
affirmed. Thenasked,“You said youwere in the neighborhood?” 

“Yeah. Over at Hilldale Farm. Larry Molner called 
early this morning. Two of his horses came down with hoof 
infections from stone bruises. Had to mix up a couple of 
poultices. Larry’s mad as hell about it.” 

“Why’s that?” 

“Aw. Larry’s having a bad two weeks. The owner’s in 
residence. Flew in from California. Right away he ordered 
Larry to move the horses turn out further from the main 
house. So, Larry had to put them out for the night in the 
lower field that he normally doesn't use because it’s too rocky. 
Then, first thing this morning, he’s got two lame horses.” 

“Why didn’t he just explain the situation to the owner? 
Take him down to that field and show him all the rocks?” 
Quinn asked. 

Laughing at Quinn’s suggestion Dr. Dorney explained, 
“Because the guy hates horses and never comes out of the 
house. He only bought the place as a tax write off. But didn't 
realize that he has to be in residence at least two weeks every 
year to qualify. So apparently he’s here but he’s mad as hell 


about it. He won't come out of the house and keeps calling 
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Larry at the barn demanding that he keep all the horses as 
far away from the house as possible. The guy can’t wait to 
get back to Hollywood to produce his TV movies and game 
shows.” 

“Hell of a tradeoff for Larry. He’s making big money 
managing that bogus operation. But it sounds like he’s got 
two weeks of hell in the process.” 

Laughing in agreement, the veterinarian replied, “The 
things we do for money,” as he walked out of the barn to his 
truck. 

As Dr. Dorney’s truck pulled out onto St. John’s Road, 
Dana walked into the barn and informed Quinn that Clark 
Stefanik had enhanced the surveillance pictures of Kane’s 
truck and wanted to come by around eight thirty to explain 
the results. 

“Did he come up with something we can use?” Quinn 
inquired. 

“Nothing definite. But he’s drawn some conclusions 


and wants to go over them with us.” 


Chapter 36 


As the three leaned toward the computer screen in the 
darkened living room of Quinn’s apartment, Clark Stefanik, 
flanked by Quinn on his right and Dana to his left, explained. 
“There wasn't much I could do with these pictures. It was just 
as you said, Mr. Quinn. Bad camera angles and too dark at 
that time of night.” Then picking up a pencil and pointing it 
at the illuminated screen Stefanik stated, “But my opinion is 
that, although you can’t really identify the driver who is just 
a dark shadow in these pictures, you can by comparing the 
physical outline with the size of the truck roughly determine 
that the person at the wheel was tall. Possibly over six feet.” 

Quinn, with Dana glancing past Stefanik in alarm at 
him, stated, “I see what you mean, Clark. And that won't get 
Kane off the hook for the murder.” 

“Sorry, Mr. Quinn. But it’s obvious by the height of the 
shoulder in the driver’s window.” 

Leaning closer to the screen in intense concentration 
Quinn, after a moment, asked, “What’s with the shape of 
the driver’s head?” 

“Probably some sort of hat,” Stefanik replied. 
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“T think you're right, Clark,” Quinn agreed. 

“Well, that and the absence of fingerprints on the wheel 
would indicate that someone really knew what they were 
doing when they stole the truck,” Dana offered. 

“Yeah. They took great care to avoid leaving fingerprints 
or a strand of hair fora DNA sample,” Quinn agreed. 

“Someone definitely had a plan,” Dana surmised. 

“Not only that. But whoever this person is, they were 
very professional about it,” Quinn replied. 

Rising from the couch, then slowly pacing back and 
forth in the room while gazing at the ceiling above, Quinn, 
giving the impression of talking to himself, stated, “Okay. 
First off, Kane might wear a hat. But at this time of the year 
definitely not gloves. And then there’s the issue of the vehicle. 
Kane swears that he locked the truck when he parked it. So 
whoever stole the truck would have to have had knowledge 
of how to open the door and hot wire the vehicle.” 

“All that trouble to track down and kill Gegner?” Dana 
asked 

Turning toward Dana and Stefanik, Quinn affirmed, 
“Yes, and in the process get Kane out of the way.” 

“But why?” Dana asked. 

“Tt all comes back to the girl and Gegner. It was all about 
the connection between Michelle Norris and him. Gegner 
showed up and it was very inconvenient for someone.” 
Quinn stated. ‘ 

“But the girl who’s dead may not be Michelle Norris,” 
Dana added. 

“Doesn't matter. I think that was the catalyst that set 


the wheels of this murder in motion,” Quinn replied. Then 


turning toward Stefanik said, “Clark, if you could turn your 
attention to researching the identity of the dead girl that 
would be a big help.” 

“Sure thing, Mr. Quinn. Pll get going now and work on 
that for a few hours before I go to sleep,” Stefanik stated as 
he rose to leave. 

As the big man walked toward the stairs leading down 
to the apartment door Quinn called after him. “Keep track 
of your billable hours, Clark.” 

Emitting a laugh Stefanik replied, “Sure thing, Mr. 
Quinn.” 

As the apartment door closed Dana quipped, “Mike's 
going to kill us when he finds out that he has to pay Clark.” 

Quinn walking toward his kitchen for a beer stated, 
“Too bad! He has you on salary but I’m working for free. So, 
if he has to pay Clark, he’s still ahead of the game.” 

“Shall we tell him about the pictures?” 

“No way!” Quinn replied adding, “Nothing positive 
there. It would just make him nervous.” 

Stretching out on the couch as she picked up Quinn’s 
bottle of beer that he had placed on the coffee table Dana, 
after taking a swig, said, “Okay. So we know what Gegner 
was about. So now we have to find out about the girl.” 

“Right,” Quinn agreed. 

“The only problem is that we think we know what 
Michelle Norris was about. She ripped off Gegner for a lot of 
money. But we also think the dead girl isn't Michelle Norris.” 

“Right again,” Quinn replied as he took the bottle from 
Dana and drank some of the contents. 


“Yeah. So, say we get lucky and Clark is able to identify 
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the dead girl. Where does that leave us?” 

“That leaves us with a significant piece of the puzzle,” 
Quinn replied. 

Sitting up straight on the couch Dana emphatically 
asked, “How do you figure that? It won't solve the murder 
of the girl. Whoever she is. And it won't solve the murder of 
Gegner.” 

“Dont be so impatient,” Quinn advised. 

“One step at a time. Put the pieces together. That’s 
how it works. This thing is very complicated. There are two 
murders. On the surface not necessarily connected. But 
for some bizarre reason they are. First, we try to ascertain 
a positive I.D. on the girl. Then we have to look into this 
Bristow guy, and possibly that whole group he has with 
him. While Clark’s busy with the girl I need you to Google 
Bristow. Get the basics on him. Then we'll build on that. See 
if we can get the story behind the story.” 

“You think he’s dirty somehow?” Dana asked. 

“Well, there is the question about his relationship with 
the girl,” Quinn posed. 

“How do we get the real story on Bristow?” 

“Ask questions. Investigate,” Quinn stated the obvious. 

“Like whor” 

“Tm going to see if I can talk to that movie guy. What’s 
his name that owns Hilldale Farm? He’s in town this 
week. Maybe he'll know something about Bristow,” Quinn 
explained. 

“Do you really think there’s something to be gained by 
doing a complete background on Bristow?” 


Taking another swig of his beer Quinn explained, 


“Absolutely. If Clark comes up with a solid I.D. on the girl 
and she turns out not be Michelle Norris that validates 
Gegner’s story. I believe that will happen.” 

Cutting Quinn off Dana interjected, “Then you'll know 
something was definitely going on.” 

“Exactly!” Quinn stated. “And that opens up possibilities. 
Gives me something to work with. Gegner was killed for 
a specific reason. Kane was framed for a specific reason, 
that being to hide something and also to derail any further 
investigation.” 

“You're forgetting something,” Dana interjected. “This 
whole business started with the murder of the girl. If Sanchez 
didn’t do, it as you seem to believe, then who did?” 

Walking to the kitchen with the now empty beer bottle, 
Quinn over his shoulder stated, “I’m not forgetting that. 
The murder of that girl was the match that started the fire. 
Initially, it was an isolated incident. And I don't believe the 
possible suspects have anything to do with Gegner’s death or 
whatever might be going on with Bristow. Like I said earlier. 
Two murders not related originally. But now related in some 
bizarre manner.” 

Emitting a prolonged yawn Dana said, “It’s getting late. 
I'd better get going.” 

“You can always stay over,” Quinn offered. 

Glaring at Quinn in the semi darkened living room 
Dana replied, “Not until we resolve some issues, Nick.” 

As Dana walked down the stairs to the apartment door, 
Quinn, in a reflective mood, said, “Tough.” 


* KK 


At the third ring of his cell phone Alex Tate answered 
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then listened to the report. 

“I followed her to the farm. They had some sort of 
meeting. Miller, Quinn and some real big guy. It lasted a 
couple of hours. Then the big guy left. Then about an hour 
later Miller left.” 

“T need pictures of Miller and Quinn,” Tate ordered. 

“What for? You know what they look like,” the voice 
stated. 

“Don't question me on this,” Tate shot back in annoyance. 

“Okay. Okay,” the voice quickly agreed. “I'll have to do 
that during daylight, you know.” 

“So, do it in the day. But I need them soon,” [ate ordered. 

“How soon?” the voice in bewilderment asked. 

“Soon. Like tomorrow.” 

“Tl have to call in sick from work.” 

“T don't care what you have to do. Just get some pictures,” 
Tate in agitation replied then terminated the conversation. 

Putting the cell phone on the table next to his chair 
Tate, out of habit, pulled the pen from his shirt pocket and 
rapidly began to click it on and off as he stared blankly at 
a bookcase that lined the wall in front of him. After five 
minutes of that nervous habit Tate put the pen aside and 
leaning over began to massage his head while emitting a 
groan of frustration. He had complied with the man’s order. 
And who knows where that would lead. The person he was 
dealing with was capable of anything to get what he wanted. 
Even if that resulted in violence. As Tate vigorously rubbed 
his balding head his overwhelming emotion was fear. He 
had sold his life to the man. A man totally unlike Alex Tate. 


Rough. Unpredictable. Prone to violence if aroused. And 


with a sickening feeling Tate knew that he had definitely 


crossed the line. 
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Chapters / 


Turning into the large circular driveway that fronted 
the main house of Hilldale Farm, Dana, parking her vehicle, 
turned to Quinn and asked, “Do you really think this is going 
to produce anything?” 

As the two stepped out of the SUV and walked up 
to the front door Quinn replied, “Can't hurt. Clark’s only 
going to get the basics on Bristow’s biography. Larry Molner 
told me that Pacquet has been a big shot in Hollywood for 
decades. Not so much in mega budget movies but a heavy 
hitter in TV. Bottom line is that he’s been out there and 
in the business. If we get lucky he might know something 
about Bristow that wouldn't show up on a Google search.” 

At the second ring of the bell the wide white door was 
flung open to the sight of a tall man dressed in a white shirt 
and tie, black vest and white riding britches, along with knee 
length black riding boots enhanced by elevated heels. The 
man, apparently in his mid-thirties with a wild mop of blond 
hair and a long, thin nose, arched his right eyebrow at the 
two standing before him then abruptly inquired, “Vat do you 
vant?” 


After a moment’s hesitation, while he processed what 
the man with the heavy accent had said, Quinn replied, “Nick 
Quinn and Dana Miller. We're here to see Rolf Pacquet.” 

Cocking his thin face to the right the man said, “Ah, 
yes. Come dis vay, please.” Then, with a bow and a sweep of 
his left arm, admitted Quinn and Dana into the large black 
tiled foyer. 

Leading the two toward the rear of the mansion to what 
appeared to be a solarium the man, abruptly stopping at the 
room's door, stated, “Von moment, please.” 

As Quinn and Dana stood at the doorway to the room, 
Dana, at the obvious sound of a man’s voice booming in an 
argumentative manner on the other side of the closed door, 
gave Quinn a quizzical look. Quinn, in return, with a glance 
at Dana conveyed his opinion that the two were on strange 
ground. 

After several minutes of the loud one way conversation 
in the solarium the booming voice emitted the words, “Do 
it,” after which followed several minutes of silence. 

The tall man in britches taking that as his cue to spring 
into action knocked then immediately flung the door open 
while announcing, “Mr. Pacquet, I haf your guest for de ten 
oclock meeting. Vill you receive dem?” 

“Who is it, Chad?” the booming voice asked. 

Suddenly becoming stiff and rising still taller, apparently 
in annoyance, the man in faux equestrian attire defiantly 
replied, “Is Vlad! Vlad!” 

“Yeah, yeah. Now, who's here?” Pacquet replied. 

“Your ten oclock. Quinn and Miller,” the tall man 
shouted back. 
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“Let ‘em in,” Pacquet answered as his assistant 
immediately ushered Quinn and Dana in with another 
sweeping bow. As they walked into the sunlit room the 
visibly short man with a thatch of thick, curly, dark hair 
wearing a Hawaiian shirt, white pants and white loafers 
closed his laptop and plunked himself into a large, red velvet 
chair which Quinn noticed was elevated to the point where 
the man’s feet barely touched the floor. 

“All right. Now, who are you two?” Pacquet inquired as 
his cell phone began to ring. 

“Mr. Pacquet, we're...” Quinn began only to be cut off 
by an abrupt wave of a stubby finger while Pacquet clicked 
on the Bluetooth attached to his left ear. 

“Listen, George. I don't give a rat’s ass what Astronaut 
thinks he deserves. I don't let anybody pick my pocket. You 
know damn well that he signed on for three movies. And 
you know damn well that | let him renegotiate after the first 
one went over. He got his goddamn raise, and now I want 
my goddamn third production. That asshole’s got a contract 
to honor and he better honor it or I’m gonna sue the crap out 
of him. ‘Then he’s gonna have nothing. I’m talking nothing, 
George! And nobody in this town’s gonna hire him once the 
word gets out. [’Il see to that. And you and I both know that 
stupid shit’s washed up in football. Then where’s he gonna 
go? So, you tell that schmuck to stop popping too many 
steroids and get his head on right.” . 

Clicking off the phone then turning toward Quinn and 
Dana, Pacquet with a confused look asked, “Who are you?” 

“T'm Nick Quinn and this is Dana Miller. We’re with 
the County District Attorney’s office.” 


“Oh yeah. ‘That’s right. What’s his name down at the 
barn asked me if I could make some time for you,” Pacquet 
with a mild wave of a hand stated. Then asked, “What’s this 
about?” ‘ 

“We're looking for information with regard to a Mr. 
Roger Bristow. He’s spearheading a project to build a 
movie production studio just outside of Chamberton. We 
have his official biography. But given the fact that you have 
also worked in Hollywood we were hoping that you could 
provide more informational depth with regard to this man,” 
Quinn stated. 

“Huhe” Pacquet replied with a puzzled look, then 
instructed Quinn and Dana to sit on the matching couch 
opposite him. Quinn, upon sinking into the plush cushions, 
noted that it provided the diminutive Pacquet in his elevated 
seat a definite height advantage. 

“So, this guy has worked in the film business in 
Hollywood?” 

“Yes. His official biography states that he was a writer, 
then a producer for years,” Dana offered. 

“Bristow? Bristow? The name sounds familiar but I can’t 
quite place it,” Pacquet admitted. Then taking an appraising 
look at Dana asked, “What do you do for the District 
Attorney?” 

“I’m an assistant district attorney for the county,” Dana 
replied. 

“Huh? Stand up for a minute,” Pacquet requested. 

Confused by the man’s request Dana gave him a blank 
Stare. 

“Just let me get a good look at you,” Pacquet explained. 
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With that, Dana stood up to her full height of five- 
foot-nine. 

“Could you turn to your right, please?” 

Somewhat self-consciously Dana complied. 

“Yeah. Hmm. Good build, face and hair,” Pacquet 
remarked to himself then asked “Have you ever done any 
acting or modeling?” 

Turning back to face the seated man then retaking her 
own seat Dana quickly dismissed the question with a clipped 
response, “No. I’m an attorney.” 

“No interest? ’m always looking for new talent.” 

“None!” Dana with finality replied. 

Leaning forward to divert Pacquet’s attention back 
to the issue at hand Quinn asked, “So, do you have any 
recollection of a Roger Bristow in the film industry?” 

Wriggling in his seat in annoyance at himself, Pacquet 
answered, “I do and I don't. I vaguely remember the name. 
But I’m not sure why. Is he an old guy?” 

“About seventy,” Quinn stated. 

“Oh, hell! Give me a minute,” Pacquet requested. Then 
punching the speed dial of his phone said, “Myrna, it’s me. 
Find out about some guy named Roger Bristow. Old guy 
around seventy. Possibly a writer and producer. Get back to 
me right away.” Disconnecting the call Pacquet explained, 
“Myrna’s my executive assistant. She’s at the office on the 
coast. The nut case you met here a while ago was hired out 
of New York. A real reject from central casting.” Then with 
a distasteful look at his surroundings commented almost to 
himself, “I can't believe I got myself into this stupid deal. 


I’m pissed at Bryce about this. He’s my business manager. I 


mean, | get it. | needed another tax write off but this bullshit 
about living here for two weeks every year is not going to 
work. I might as well be in Siberia.” Then lifting his head in 
alarm asked, “Can you two smell the horses? Look out the 
window. They’re over in the field. See, down that hill.” 

“Can't smell a thing,” Quinn straight faced replied. 

“Agh. I’m going to go crazy here,” Pacquet stated. Then 
mumbled to himself, “Five more days of this crap! Tad! Tad!, 
he impulsively yelled in the direction of the solarium door 
which was immediately opened by the tall assistant who 
proceeded to yell in return, “Is Vlad! Vlad!” 

“Yeah, yeah! Whatever. Get me a bourbon on the rocks,” 
then turning back toward his guests inquired, “What will 
you have while we wait for Myrna to get back to me?” 

Dana with a quick glance at Quinn replied, “We're fine.” 

Once again shifting in his chair which caused his feet 
to almost brush the floor Pacquet lamented, “Siberia! I’ve got 
too much to deal with back in L.A. and I’m isolated here in 
Siberia.” 

Now focusing on Quinn, Pacquet asked, “So why does 
the county want in depth information on this Bristow guy?” 

“Mr. Bristow is in the process of taking on investors, 
primarily local business partners to build a movie studio. 
I'd guess you would call it a production facility,” Quinn 
explained. 

“You've got to be kidding?” Pacquet laughed. 

“Not feasible?” Dana inquired. 

“Well, film production the last ten years has gone 
national and worldwide. It’s all about production costs. You 


know, tax incentives. California doesn't give you as good 
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a deal as you can get say in Atlanta or New Orleans and 
a lot of other places. You see, with the tax breaks, you can 
put more capital into the production side. So, with that in 
mind, production facilities are being created in other parts 
of the country,” Pacquet explained. Then glancing around 
and then out the large glass enclosed solarium at the fields 
surrounding the house said, “But a remote location like this? 
I doubt it would work.” 

“Why’s that?” Quinn asked. 

“Because youd be limited as far as what you could 
produce. Sure you could build sound stages. But for outside 
shots you would need a city. All you've got in this area are 
small towns. Unless you went to Philly or New York. And 
then it’s counter-productive. Your bottom line goes up. This 
guy Bristow must have a ton of his own money even with 
investors involved to make something like that work.” 

At the clip of the high heeled boots on the wood floor 
the tall assistant entered with Pacquet’s drink. Placing the 
tray on a table next to his employer the man with a swish of 
his long, blonde hair inquired, “Is anything else?” 

“Nah,” Pacquet dismissively replied. Then, as Vlad with 
another theatrical sweep of an arm left the room, Pacquet 
commented, “Freak.” 

Turning his attention once again to Dana, Pacquet 
asked, “Are you sure you wouldnt’ be interested in a screen 
test? You've got the look. I could develop you. Hell! You 
could even play a lawyer in one of my TV movies if I could 
find the right script.” 

“No thanks,” Dana replied while Quinn suppressed a 


smile. 


iLEUSION 


At the ring of his cell phone Pacquet shifted gears to 
his assistant in California. “Myrna, what did you get? Really! 
That far back?” Then for ten minutes Pacquet listened to 
the report while occasionally stating, “Hmm! Really! Yeah, 
that figures!” then ended with “Good work, doll. One last 
thing. If Astronaut Bogg’s agent calls put him off. Yeah. I 
know we got a lot invested in that jerk. Yeah. I know the 
animated cable project and the merchandise franchise. But 
that big clown can’t even do his own stunts. He’s gotten all 
the money out of me that he can. I’m not renegotiating his 
goddamn contract again. Let him sweat over it. Pll deal with 
him when I get out of this burg. Okay, thanks, doll.” 

Now focusing back to Quinn and Dana, Pacquet said, 
“Okay. This Roger Bristow, whose real name is Rudolph 
Bratkowski, originally from Atlantic City, New Jersey, has 
been knocking around Hollywood for over four decades. He 
was one of the last contract players for the big studios when 
they used to have contract actors. That’s how they worked 
back in the day. So he played some bit parts then moved up 
to some minor supporting roles. Didn't really find a niche 
there. Then tried script writing, mostly TV shows. Never the 
lead script writer, usually second tier or additional dialogue. 

He did flirt with the big time on one picture, a movie 
back in the early sixties. They brought him in to do some 
additional dialogue. Somebody in production must have been 
a pal. Anyway, to get him to work on the cheap they gave 
him credit as an associate producer. That’s done sometimes 
to stay on budget. So! Go figure! The movie got nominated 
for Best Picture for an Oscar that year. Didn't win. But it 


bought Bristow a few more years of B movies and T'V work 
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as a producer and screenwriter. Then, he apparently dropped 
out of sight.” 

As Quinn and Dana left the mansion Dana said, “You 
drive. I’ve got a headache.” 


“Contemplating your career choices?” Quinn teased. 


“Shut up, Nicky,” Dana replied. 


Chapter 38 


With a polite smile at the two men who had just been 
ushered into his office, Michael Callaghan asked, “What can 
I do for you gentlemen today?” 

Leaning forward with a sense of urgency Vince 
Kronemuller, the Mayor of Chamberton, replied, “Mike, 
Dan and J are here not only on our own behalf but also at 
the request of the other investors in the Bristow project.” 

“With regard to what?” Callaghan asked while knowing 
full well what the conversation would entail. 

Appearing to bounce in his chair in agitation, Dan 
Roman pointed a beefy forefinger at Callaghan while stating, 
“Look Callaghan. You're not playing ball with Roger Bristow 
and that means youre not serving the citizens of this county. 
It’s bad enough that Bristow’s niece was murdered here. 
That’s one hell of a black eye for us. But now you're refusing 
to turn over the poor dead girl to her uncle so he can give 
her a proper burial.” 

Taking a moment to stare at the bulky figure seated 
before him, Callaghan explained the obvious. “The death 


of Michelle Norris is an ongoing investigation. The District 
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Attorney’s office is well within its right to retain the victim 
until all the facts come to light. And one issue outstanding is 
the identity of the victim.” 

Waving a beefy hand in the air Roman shouted, “Aw. 
That’s all bullshit. You don’t think Bristow would know his 
own niece? You're way out of line.” 

Kronemuller, in an attempt to diffuse what was 
becoming a full blown shouting match, interjected, “Now, 
Mike. You have to understand something here. We all want 
justice to be served. But you've already got the killer in jail. 
There shouldn't be any reason to put the process on hold. 
This is just making us look bad in front of Mr. Bristow.” 

“There are serious questions with regard to the 
deceased’s actual identity. Justice would not be served if the 
process were to go on and that issue ignored. That would 
taint the prosecution’s case against Sanchez,” Callaghan 
explained. 

“That’s more bullshit,” Roman bellowed across the desk 
at the District Attorney. “Some dirtball bum rolls into town, 
shoots his mouth off and you take his word over a respected 
man like Roger Bristow. You've got to be insane. Or is this 
just some smokescreen to find a way to get your Police Chief 
off the hook for murdering that guy?” 

Striving to control his own temper Callaghan leaning 
heavily on his desk replied, “As I said, there are serious 
questions about the girl's identity. They are being investigated 
as we speak. And Gegner’s murder is also under investigation. 
And, gentlemen, the guilty party in that I can assure you will 
be tried and convicted no matter who they happen to be.” 


Pll believe that when it happens,” Roman shouted. 


iLTUSION 


Kronemuller, once again, in an attempt to calm the situation 
down in a moderate tone stated, “Mike. You don’t understand 
something here. I get it. You're following procedure. Okay. 
But you have to understand. Youre putting Dan and myself 
and the rest of the investors in a very bad light here.” 

“And that’s what this is all about, Vince? Your business 
investment,” Callaghan replied with obvious malice. 

“You're goddamn right, Callaghan,” Roman shouted. 

Smiling at the two, the District Attorney stated, “Well, 
that’s really not my problem. My job is to administer the law 
properly.” 

Once again pointing a beefy forefinger in the direction 
of Callaghan, Dan Roman stated, “Well, enjoy your time as 
District Attorney now because it won't last much longer. ’m 
- going to get you fired.” 

After a minute of silence, while the two men glared at 
each other in mutual hatred, Callaghan calmly said, “Take 
your best shot.” Then announced, “Gentlemen, this meeting 
is over.) 

kk 

Quinn, after turning the horses out to the fields for the 
night, climbed the stairs to his apartment while savoring the 
aroma of dinner being prepared in his kitchen. Reaching 
the top of the stairwell and entering the living room Quinn 
commented to Dana busy in the kitchen, “Smells good! 
Chicken?” 

“Yes. It’s protein night. Chicken topped with mozzarella, 
baked potato and salad.” 

Proceeding on to the bathroom to wash up Quinn over 


his shoulder said, “I appreciate that.” 
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“Don't get too carried away with my domestic urge. ’m 
just in the mood for healthy food and didn’t feel like cooking 
all this for myself.” 

Coming back into the living room as Dana was setting 
their dinner on the table Nick replied, “Hey, I'll take a good 
meal anytime.” 

As the two sat facing each other Dana between bites 
asked, “So what exactly did we accomplish today at Pacquet’s?” 

Quinn after taking a sip of beer stated, “Well, we got a 
handle on Bristow.” 

“How so?” 

“Dana, the guy was basically a journeyman in 
Hollywood,” Quinn explained. 

“What does that mean?” 

“It means he was never big time. He just got by making 
a living.” 

“Like most people,” Dana countered. 

“No. You're not getting the big picture here,” Quinn 
stated as he took a bite of food from his plate. 

“What big picture? Where do you think this is going?” 

Smiling, Quinn explained. “If Bristow was just knocking 
around Hollywood for years, never the big shot, just getting 
by making a living, where did he get the money to initiate 
a big project like establishing a movie production studio in 
Chamberton?” 

Dana, at the midpoint of taking a bite of chicken, held 
her fork in front of her and stared blankly at Quinn. 

“The answer is he didn't,” Quinn stated. Then explained 
further. “He’s just the idea guy. That’s why he’s here taking on 
investors. And, as you heard today from Pacquet, Chamberton 


is not the right location for a business project like that.” 

“Which means he could be running a scam,” Dana now 
connecting the dots stated. 

“Right. Now, if that’s a shady deal, what are the odds 
that his relationship with the girl isn’t on the level?” 

“You think so?” 

“Like I told you. You had it right. No tattoo,” Quinn 
replied. 

“So, she wasn't really his niece?” 

“T doubt it. Now the question is who is she? And was 
there ever a niece at all?” 

“Well, hopefully Clark will come up with something,” 
Dana stated. 

At the persistent ringing, Quinn picked up his cellphone. 
“Quinn. Yeah. Well, today we talked to Rolf Pacquet. The 
movie guy who bought Hilldale Farm. He’s in town. About 
Bristow. Yeah. Background. And we've got Clark Stefanik 
researching the girl. Anything we can get on her from the 
horse shows in California. No. Not as a favor. I put him on 
salary. Fifty an hour. No. I’m not paying for that. You are.” 
At that point Quinn put his cellphone down on the table as 
Dana rolled her eyes realizing that the loud noises from the 
phone were that of Mike Callaghan. 

After several minutes, Quinn once again picking up the 
phone as he swallowed some beer said, “Mike! Mike! Tone 
it down. If you want to get the information, Clark’s the best 
choice. You know that. The Chamberton Police Department’s 
not set up for something that requires that level of high tech. 
Youre getting heat from who? Roman! Oh yeah. Did you 
punch him out? Too bad. Yeah. Yeah. We're working on it. 
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Yeah. Yeah. Look, I’m in the middle of dinner. I gotta go.” 

As Quinn resumed his dinner Dana gazed at him across 
the table. Then after several minutes said, “You just had to 
tell him about Clark. And you enjoyed it. You actually enjoy 
getting him totally pissed off.” 

Quinn taking another bite of his food smiled across at 
Dana while saying, “Yeah. Since we were both three years 
old. That’s how we roll.” 

Alex Tate, after careful thought, determined that he was 
not up to an actual conversation with the man. At this point 
his actions and involvement were making him a nervous 
wreck. With that issue decided he proceeded to text the 
message. “I have acquired pictures in a supermarket parking 
lot. The pictures are clear and also include her vehicle. I will 


forward them to you tomorrow.” 


Chapter 39 


While Quinn and Dana took their seats at the kitchen 
table, Clark Stefanik having finished setting up his laptop 
dimmed the room’s lights. 

“T didn’t expect results this quickly, Clark,” Quinn stated. 

“Actually working on this stuff for you guys is fun. My 
work at the law firm is pretty routine so I look forward 
to spending evenings snooping around in people’s lives,” 
Stefanik, while smiling, admitted. Turning on the laptop and 
pulling up the first list he had compiled Stefanik explained 
its contents. 

“This is a summary of Bristow’s credits over almost 
forty years in the film industry. It goes from starting out as 
an actor. Then after about seven years he morphed into a 
writer. As you can see that went on for years. And he was 
usually part of a team. Then, the last ten years, on both TV 
and some movies, he was listed as both a writer, again as part 
of a team, and also as an associate producer. I don’t really 
recognize most of the T'V shows or movies. But he’s listed so 
I guess he was well-known in Hollywood.” 


Quinn peering at the list on the screen in vain admitted, 
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“Beats me, Clark.” Then turning toward Dana asked, “How 
about you?” 

“I remember some of the TV shows. But I was too busy 
with my own life to be a steady viewer. And, anyway, nobody 
really pays attention to who the producer or writer is.” 

“Good point,” Quinn agreed, “though this does jibe 
with what Pacquet told us earlier today.” 

Stefanik now clicking onto another topic pulled up 
a group of pictures that filled the laptop’s screen in the 
darkened room. “I checked all the jumper horse shows on 
the West Coast for the time period you gave me. I came 
up with twenty-six pictures. As you can see all but two are 
either in the ring at awards ceremonies or just outside of 
the ring afterwards. I do have two photographs on the show 
grounds of one jumper show in San Diego. And if you look 
close at some of the captions under the pictures the girl is 
listed as Michelle Norris.” 

Leaning closer to the illuminated screen, Quinn intently 
studied the group of pictures for roughly ten minutes. Then 
leaning back in his chair closed his eyes in concentration. 

Dana, who had also closely viewed the laptop’s screen, 
stated in frustration, “Well, she was definitely there. And 
definitely listed as Michelle Norris. Now, where does that 
leave us?” 

Opening his eyes to once more view the pictures on the 
laptop Quinn after a minute said, “Jewelry,” 

“What?” Dana asked in confusion. 

“Look at the pictures of the girl. In just about every 
picture she’s wearing Native American jewelry. Indian 


artwork. Earrings. A couple of pictures with a necklace. 
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Mostly the belt buckle though. See, the belt buckle. She even 
wore it with her show britches. See the black background, 
the turquoise stones and the horse’s head in the center. She’s 
wearing that belt buckle in practically every picture.” 

“So. What does that prove?” Dana asked. 

Leaning back in his chair and staring up at the ceiling 
Quinn explained, “The girl was competing at jumper shows 
but wearing accessories that are commonplace at western 
horse shows. It doesn’t fit.” 

“So. Maybe she just liked that stuff,” Dana argued. 

“No,” Quinn stated. Then explained further. “Over the 
years, I’ve been to all the shows. Jumpers, hunters, carriages, 
western. They're all different in certain ways. Not only 
temperament and personalities but also the way they dress. 
That Native American jewelry is common place at a western 
show. But definitely not worn in competition at a jumper 
show.” 

Turning toward Stefanik, Quinn instructed Clark. “I 
need you to access the list of vendors. Jewelry vendors at the 
shows where you got these pictures. Then access the jewelry 
vendors from all the western shows in both California 
and Arizona. Then access their websites. They should have 
pictures of their products. See if you can match anything 
with that belt buckle the girl’s wearing.” 

Smiling briefly with enthusiasm, Stefanik replied, “Sure 
thing, Mr. Quinn. Like I told you this stuff is fun for me. 
By the way, I almost forgot. 1] hacked into Bristow’s bank 
account. He opened up an account with First National Bank 
when he moved to Chamberton and deposited three million 


three hundred and thirty-seven thousand dollars. Then he 


263 


264 


deposited two million of that in an escrow account for his 
business venture.” 

“Good work, Clark,” Quinn said, followed by Dana's 
remark, “That’s a lot of money.” 

“But not for what he’s planning with regard to building 
a movie studio,” Quinn countered. 

“Yeah, Mr. Quinn. But since then that escrow account 
has grown to over seventeen million dollars from multiple 
deposits,” Stefanik added. 

At that news Quinn and Dana simultaneously said, 
“Investors!” while looking at each other. Then scowling to 
himself Quinn exclaimed, “Seventeen million! That’s still 
not enough to build what he’s proposing.” 

“Can his investors be that stupid?” Dana asked. 

“He’s probably feeding them a line. Probably that he’s 
converting other personal assets to deposit more money to 
the account.” 

“He has no other assets, Mr. Quinn. I checked that out,” 
Stefanik declared. 

Now, smiling at Dana, Quinn said, “He’s scamming the 
locals?” 

ok 

Shortly after Quinn’s conclusion on the Bristow project, 
Clark Stefanik left the farm anxious to get home to his three 
computers and pursue his new found hobby of snooping into 
the lives of people he didn’t really know. 

Dana, despite Quinn’s suggestion that she stay the 
night at his place, left thirty minutes after Stefanik citing 
the fact that Mike Callaghan had emailed her requesting 


her presence in his office at nine the next morning. Reason 


unspecified. With that in mind Dana determined a good 
night's sleep and an orderly morning routine was the proper 
strategy. , 

Nick Quinn was another matter. Staring at the large 
piece of paper containing various names that hung on the 
wall opposite his couch, Quinn, by eleven p.m., had come 
to several conclusions. However, the conclusions had only 
led to more questions with regard to the murder of Michelle 
Norris. And then subsequently Barry “Bubba” Gegner. 
Quinn, standing at the wall, took a sharpie pen and drew a 
line on the sheet from Bristow’s name to Michelle Norris’s 
name then pondered the thought that if Bristow was indeed 
running a con game in Chamberton, where did the girl fit 
into the scheme? Obviously, she had been identified as his 
niece for the previous two years in California. That posed the 
question that if the girl was not really Bristow’s niece, then 
what was her purpose at the horse shows on the West Coast? 
And, with that in mind, Quinn's only deduction was that 
some sort of con game could have been at play in California. 
And could that explain the three million plus that Bristow 
had deposited in the bank when he came to Chamberton? 
That led to the question that if the girl was indeed not really 
Bristow’s niece and was part of a con game in California then 
what was her role in Chamberton? From the information 
gathered so far, particularly from Kate Louden, the girl was 
not involved in Bristow’s business here and was bored with 
her current situation. That had resulted in her time at Louden 
Farm. Quinn, as he had told Dana, was convinced that the 
girl’s murder was the spark that had led to the subsequent 
murder of Gegner. And he was still of the opinion that the 
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person who murdered Michelle Norris was not one and the 
same as Gegner’s killer. 

Gegner, in Quinn’s opinion, in his attempt to confront 
the real Michelle Norris, had walked into a catastrophic 
situation. And, if Gegner’s story was to be believed, which 


Quinn did, then where was the real Michelle Norris? 
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Chapter 40 


Wrapping up her morning workout at the gym, Dana 
gave thought to the cryptic email she had received the 
previous evening from Mike Callaghan. To Dana an order 
from the District Attorney to a meeting in his office at nine 
a.m. could only mean trouble. Having been assigned to work 
with Nick Quinn on the Norris, Gegner murders Dana’s 
other assignments had been cleared from her schedule. The 
only topic she could fathom that Callaghan would want to 
discuss with her would no doubt be a progress report on 
the ongoing investigation. Or, as Dana viewed it, the current 
lack of progress. And knowing Callaghan as she did at this 
point she knew the meeting would not go well. 

Obviously the District Attorney was being pressured 
by the girl’s uncle as well as various prominent businessmen 
in partnership with Bristow to release the girl’s body for 
burial. But Dana knew that Callaghan would steadfastly 
hold the line on that until the deceased girl’s actual identity 
was confirmed. But with no timeline confirmed and no real 
progress to report Callaghan was being painted into a corner 
on the issue. And the last thing the District Attorney would 
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want to hear was that Nick Quinn was methodically taking 
his time on the discovery process. 

Callaghan wanted and now needed results. Nick, on 
the other hand, worked at his own pace. More interested 
in getting it right. The two men, cousins of the same age, 
were radically different in many ways. But also very much 
alike in others, primarily their sense of honor, integrity and 
unswerving quest for justice. To Dana, their relationship 
was very complex as well as odd. On the surface the two 
actively disliked each other. But in a critical situation closed 
ranks and were willing to take on the entire world together. 
Dana had never experienced anything like it and at times 
was confused. But for some reason that she couldn't fully 
understand also exhilarated by it. And then inexplicably 
felt that she wanted to be part of it. And what had Susan 
Callaghan said to her upon hearing how Nick had come 
to her defense in Friendship Springs when she was being 
harassed? “Welcome to our dysfunctional family.” Well, Dana 
thought, as she entered the gym’s locker room to shower and 
change into work clothes, here I am, Nick Quinn. I know 
what I want. But do you? 

Entering the District Attorney’s office promptly at nine 
a.m., Dana found Callaghan seated and leaning forward 
on his desk with his head resting in both hands with each 
forefinger on the bridge of his nose in what appeared to be 
deep contemplation. 

“What's up,” Dana inquired as she approached 
Callaghan’s desk. 

Lifting his face from his hands Callaghan’s response 


was “You've got it backwards. That’s what I’m asking you. 
What’s up with the investigation?” 

Taking a deep breath Dana proceeded to update 
Callaghan on the evidence garnered so far and the direction 
Nick Quinn was pursuing to identify the deceased girl, as 
well as Quinn’s suspicions concerning Bristow’s business 
venture in Chamberton. After ten minutes of her dissertation, 
Callaghan, sitting back in his chair, rubbed his face with 
his right hand while asking, “Okay. Now, do you think this 
line of investigation will produce anything? Or is Nick just 
inventing bullshit scenarios?” 

Hesitating for a moment while she noted the obvious 
look of strain on Callaghan’s face Dana replied, “No. From 
the information we've obtained so far we believe that 
Bristow’s operation is bogus. The numbers don’t add up and 
neither does the business model. Nick’s conclusion is that if 
Bristow isn't on the level then it’s highly likely that the dead 
girl wasn't his niece. We're working on confirmation of that 
now.” 

“And Nick thinks that we’ve got two murders by two 
different killers?” 

“Correct,” Dana said. “The girl’s murder set off the 
chain reaction that resulted in Gegner’s. Then to derail any 
investigation Frank Kane was framed for that one.” 

Taking a moment to mull over the complexity he was 
faced with Callaghan said, “Goddamn. Nick better be right,” 
then informed Dana, “Roman and Kronemuller were in my 
office a couple of days ago raising hell about releasing the 
girl’s body. Now I’ve got Dekker, Bristow’s business manager, 


at nine thirty. Based on what you're telling me I’m going to 
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tap dance this guy around. But I’m going to have to give him 
some sort of vague timeline. Make him think the girl will be 
released soon. I’m going to buy some time. But it won't be 
much. So Nick better get in high gear on this. I don’t want 
these people, Roman or Kronemuller, getting to the boys in 
Harrisburg and then the State Police taking over. Do you 
understand? I’m starting to run out of options.” 

“Right,” Dana replied. “Do you want to call Nick about 
this?” 

Scowling at Dana, Callaghan replied, “I don't need to 
talk to that jackass. Just tell him to find the damn killers 
soon.” 

Leaning forward Dana asked, “Can I be here when you 
talk to Dekker?” 

Thinking that over for a moment Callaghan replied, 
“All right. But keep your mouth shut. I do all the talking. 
Remember that.” 

“Great. I’ll be right back,” Dana said then hurriedly left. 
Running from the District Attorney’s office down a flight 
of stairs to her own Dana grabbed her cell phone from her 
purse and pushed the speed dial for Nick Quinn. 

“Nick, it’s me. Real quick. Mike’s got a meeting in his 
office with Leon Dekker in five minutes. He’s letting me 
sit in. If I get the chance I’m going to ask him some things 
about Michelle.” 

After a moments silence Quinn said, “Mike probably 
wont let you do that. He likes to do all the talking. But better 
yet. This is a good opportunity. Serve him coffee.” 

Dana, flummoxed by Quinn's suggestion, yelled into her 
phone, “What? Are you crazy? I don’t do that.” 


Quinn standing in the center aisle of the barn shaking 
his head in resignation explained, “Dana, this is about getting 
his fingerprints. Then we run them through the database to 
see if he has any priors. Now be nice and serve him some 
coffee.” Hanging up, Quinn still shaking his head as he 
walked down the line of stalls, muttered to himself, “She is 
tough.” 

Entering the house, Mike Callaghan, in continuous 
motion, glanced into the family room to his right to observe 
his two children engrossed in their homework. Then he 
veered to his left to toss his briefcase into his study and 
without breaking stride continued on to the kitchen and 
asked his wife, “What’s for dinner? And I hope there’s a cold 
beer in the fridge.” 

Without turning away from the stove, Susan Callaghan, 
in a deeper voice, mimicked her husband replying, “Pork 
chops, mashed potatoes, mixed vegetables, salad and a 
cold beer is waiting,” then asked, “Rough day, Mr. District 
Attorney?” 

“A total zoo,” Callaghan answered as he retrieved a beer 
from the refrigerator, opened it and then stepped out onto 
the deck at the rear of the house. 

After five minutes, Callaghan’s decompression time, 
sipping the beer and blankly staring at the green foliage in 
the backyard, he was interrupted by Susan who joined him 
and asked, “So what happened today?” 

“Agh. I had to deal with that guy, Bristow’s manager, 
Leon Dekker.” 

“They’re pressing you to release the dead girl?” Susan 
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asked. 

“Oh, yeah. But that’s not going to happen,” Callaghan 
replied. 

“You just said no?” 

“Not exactly. I danced him around. I told him that I was 
trapped in a situation that required proper procedure. Then I 
told him that I was trying to expedite the matter as quickly 
as possible. Basically, I lied.” 

“Did he buy into it?” Susan asked. 

With a shrug Callaghan replied, “Who knows? They 
want the girl released. But for some reason they're not 
pressing too hard. It’s the other jokers who are raising hell 
over the issue. [he partners.” 

“You mean Roman and Kronemuller?” 

“Yeah. And they’re the ones that will most likely try to 
go over my head,” Callaghan explained. 

Sympathetic to her husband’s situation Susan stated, 
“Well, at least you got that over with. Maybe Nick and Dana 
will come up with something on the girl soon.” 

Scowling after a sip of beer Callaghan turning to his 
wife said, “Well, I hope so, especially after the spectacle that 
went on in my office this morning.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“I made the mistake of letting Miller sit in on the 
meeting. Then all ofa sudden she turns into the grand hostess. 
Acting like she’s Miss Sunshine making a big production of 
getting Dekker coffee. You had to be there. It was so out of 
character | practically fell out of my chair. If I asked her to 
get me a cup of coffee she would tell me to go pound sand. I 
couldn't believe it.” 
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“Really?” Susan, surprised at that news, asked. 

“Oh, yeah,” Callaghan affirmed. “And at one point she 
turned toward me. Dekker couldn't see it. But she actually 
made this smartass face like we were in a conspiracy. And 
we were.” 

“What’s that mean?” Susan, confused, asked. 

“Because after Dekker left, she takes a napkin, picks up 
his coffee cup and puts it in a plastic bag. Then she ships 
it off to Worther at the police department to run Dekker’s 
fingerprints through the national database for priors.” 

Now laughing at the story’s punch line Susan said, 
“Very clever.” 

Callaghan leveling his eyes on his wife ruefully 
exclaimed, “And you know who told her to do that.” 

“Well, they do work well together.” 

“Yeah. They’re both so bizarre. They deserve each other.” 
Then taking a prolonged sip from the beer bottle Callaghan 
added, “But they better come up with something fast. Time’s 
running out on this and I’m going to have to release the girl. 


Then I’m going to have to charge Kane for murder one.” 
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Chapter 41 


Parking further away from Nick’s garage apartment 
than she usually did, Dana slowly walked past the dark blue 
BMW that sat gleaming in the late afternoon sun. Admiring 
the sleek look of the vehicle for a moment, then hurrying up 
the steps, Dana yelled, “Nick, whose car is that?” 

Quinn, clad only in a pair of gym shorts, with his black 
hair still wet from taking a shower replied, “No one’s. It’s a 
rental.” 

Now entering the living room Dana perplexed asked, 
“You rented a Beamer? Why?” 

“Because I’m going to see Bristow tomorrow morning. 
I’m posing as a potential investor. The car’s just a prop. I have 
to look the part.” 

“You're kidding?” 

“No. I’m not. I need to stalk him. Hear him talk. Get a 
sense of what he’s like. We've got Clark working on the tech 
side for information. But I need to look Bristow in the eye.” 

“T need to go, too,” Dana stated. 

“You can't,” Quinn quickly replied. 

“Why the hell not?” 


“Because Dekker will be there. You were in a meeting 
with him this morning. He knows you now. You're with the 
D.A.,” Quinn explained the obvious. 

“Shit! When the hell did you come up with this idea?” 

“This morning. After we talked.” 

“Well, who are you supposed to be?” 

“Ryan Walker, the third. Old money. Lives off a family 
trust fund but looking to do my own thing. Something 
different. Exciting. Like the film industry,” Quinn explained. 

“That’s your cover?” Dana skeptically asked. 

pthatsit. 

“Okay. You've rented a flashy car. What about clothes?” 

“Blue blazer, gray slacks, white dress shirt. Well-to-do 
preppie,” Quinn replied. 

“But what do you really think you'll get out of this?” 

“For the most part, just a sense of the man. I like to 
know what the suspect is about. That helps me to understand 
how he thinks. If I know what his personality is like then | 
can anticipate what he’s going to do. And that’s how you 
catch the bad guys,” Quinn explained. 

“Old school?” Dana suggested. 

‘Im a third generation cop. That worked for my 
grandfather and my dad. So it’s good enough for me,” Quinn 
stated. 

“Are you going to report back to me on how this goes?” 

“Of course. We're a team,” Quinn replied as Dana 
arched an eyebrow at that statement. 

The three members of the Bristow group convened in 


the mansion’s study. Leon Dekker, pacing back and forth 


an 
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in front of the large desk behind which Roger Bristow sat, 
recounted his meeting with the District Attorney. 

“T pressed for the release of the girl’s remains. But I didn't 
go too far with that. I let him explain all of his procedural 
problems. Obviously, the central issue involves the guy that 
showed up claiming that they had the wrong girl. And, of 
course, the murder just complicated everything a hundred 
fold. For now, I think we’re still okay. I don't think they have 
made any real progress in their investigation. But time is 
running short. I think we should shut down the operation 
by the end of next week.” 

With a pointed look at Bristow and Jen Novak seated 
to the side of the big oak desk Dekker stated, “The girl being 
murdered by that Mexican threw us into the spotlight, much 
more than we needed. As a partner, I, for one, vote that we 
close up the operation and get out while we can.” 

Rousing from a lethargic state Bristow began to say 
“Well, Leon, I think you might have...” only to be cut off 
abruptly by Jen Novak saying, “All right, Leon. You’ve made 
your point. We have one more potential investor coming 
tomorrow morning. If we can reel him in for at least one 
million we'll have eighteen million total. Then we do a three- 
way split.” 

“What about the land we bought?” Bristow innocently 
asked. 

“That’s a write-off,” Dekker shot back then added, 
“Operational expenses.” 

“Oh. I see,” a chastened Roger Bristow replied. 

“So, we're all in agreement on this?” Dekker looking at 
the two asked. 


ILE OSION 


“Not really my choice,” Novak answered only to be 
countered by Dekker’s quick response. “There is no choice. 
You guaranteed that with your bad decisions. Like right 
from the start with that girl.” 

“Don't push me, Leon,” Novak, almost rising from her 
seat in defense, stated. 

Warily trying to diffuse the situation Bristow asked, 
“So, who is our guest tomorrow?” 

“A guy by the name of Ryan Walker. Apparently well- 
endowed financially. Old money. Lives off a trust fund. 
Looking for an exciting investment opportunity in the film 
industry,” Dekker explained. 

“Ah. Good. I'll give him the standard sales pitch as well 
as some Hollywood trivia. The old razzle dazzle. The glamour 
of show business,” Bristow prattled. 

Leaning forward toward the old man, Jen Novak 
forcefully said, “Remember Roger. At least a million.” 

Sheepishly reclining in his seat in retreat the old man 
replied, “Of course, my dear. Of course.” 

Sitting in his police cruiser in front of the run down 
duplex, the big man behind the wheel gazed in disgust at 
the building as he contemplated the distasteful task ahead. 
Resigned to the situation at hand, due to the fact that there 
was no way that he was about to subject his wife to this, 
he trod up the four steps onto the porch while noting that 
the wood, rotted beneath him, sagged under his weight. At 
the third knock on the door, which resulted in white paint 
chips falling on the floor at his feet, a rail thin man clad 
in baggy, khaki pants and a green sweatshirt, that exhibited 
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what appeared to be food stains from who knows how many 
meals, opened the door and in a nervous gesture with both 
hands attempted to smooth back his greasy steel gray hair 
while saying, “Hello, Chief. I didn’t expect to see you about 
this.” Chester T. Ladmo, placing both beefy hands on his 
hips in his usual intimidating pose, replied, “Well, ya'll called 
ma wafe. Ya'll didn’t expect me to let her come over he’ah by 
herself, did ya?” 

Stammering for a moment, which revealed the absence 
of a majority of teeth from his mouth, the man replied, “Well, 
I have to rent out the apartment. Barry’s not ever coming 
back. And there’s stuff in there. ] didn’t know if his family 
would want anything.” 

Giving the elderly man a dubious look, Ladmo stated, 
“The’ahs nothin’ he woulda had in the’ah that we would 
want. What’s your name?” 

“Hickey. Joe Hickey,” the man replied. 

“Fahn! Okay, Hickey. Show me the apartment. Ah'll 
look it over an’ then tell ya’ll to toss it all out.” 

“Sure, Chief. Sure,” the old man replied then led the 
Police Chief to a side door on the building which was also in 
dire need of a paint job. 

Opening the door with his key, then stepping aside to 
let Ladmo enter, the man commented, “Barry didn't really 
keep a tidy house.” 

As Ladmo took one step into the apartment he 
immediately became aware of the stench. A combination 
of beer, rotted food, sweat and grease permeated the small 
apartment. “Sumbitch! Goddamn disgrace,” the Police Chief 


muttered to himself as he entered the overly cluttered living 


room. Looking about, viewing the obvious self-induced pig 
sty that Barry Gegner had inhabited, Ladmo was embarrassed 
and disgusted. And knowing how his nephew lived reinforced 
his decision to take care of this business himself. Walking 
through the four small rooms, having to navigate past piles 
of debris and general filth, Ladmo eventually turned back 
toward Hickey and said, ‘Ain't nothin he’ah worth takin’. 
Ah'll give you some money. Ya'll get somebody to throw 
everything out.” 

“Well, I appreciate that, Chief. I sure do,” Hickey 
nervously replied. 

“Ar’ Hickey,” Ladmo added, “this he’ah is a one tayme 
deal. Don’t never call mah wafe again.” 

“Sure, Chief. Sure,” the old man replied. 

Navigating his way back toward the front door, once 
again having to side step piles of junk in the living room area, 
Ladmo stopped at the sight of a newspaper atop a pile of 
what had to be six months of papers on top of a dilapidated 
coffee table. Reaching down and grasping a copy of the 
Chamberton Press, then staring intently at the photograph of 
a group of people on the page with a name written in red at 
the top of the group, Ladmo told the old man, “Ah will take 
this he’ah with me.” 
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Chapter 42 
The dark blue BMW eased past two large trucks each 


emblazoned on the sides with the name Sheetz Lawn Care 
and Landscape Architecture. Stepping out of the gleaming 
vehicle, the man walked up to the large front door and gave 
the doorbell two quick rings. Within seconds a thin, middle- 
aged woman opened the door to the sight of the handsome 
man impeccably attired and smiling congenially at her. 

“May I help you?” Alice Brunel inquired. 

“Hello. My name is Ryan Walker. I have an eleven 
oclock appointment with Mr. Roger Bristow,” the man 
beaming his smile at her replied. 

“Yes, sir. Do come in. If you would wait here for a 
moment, | will announce you to Mr. Bristow.” 

With that the man stepped into the large white tiled 
foyer. As the woman began to turn away a dark haired man 
clad in a dark three-piece suit appeared from a doorway 
further down the hallway. Briskly walking toward the two, 
the man announced, “Thank you, Alice. I'll take it from here,” 
then approached the visitor and stated, “Mr. Walker, good 


morning. I’m Leon Dekker, Mr. Bristow’s business manager. 


Glad you could make it today.” 

“Wouldn't miss this. By the way, just call me Ryan,” 
the man in the blue blazer and gray slacks smiling warmly 
replied. . 

“Mr. Bristow is in his office. If you'll just follow me, we 
can discuss our project at length.” The man, all enthusiasm, 
proceeded along with Dekker while commenting, “After 
our conversation yesterday I’ve thought of nothing else. To 
tell you the truth I’m very excited about the prospect you 
outlined.” 

“Excellent!” Dekker exclaimed. “And I can guarantee 
that after your meeting with Roger you'll come away even 
more enthusiastic about our project.” 

Dekker, now at the end of the foyer, softly knocked on a 
door. A moment later a clear, deep voice announced, “Come 
in.” 

As Leon Dekker and the man in the blue blazer entered 
the spacious room a tall man, six foot two at the least, stood 
behind his desk looking out a large picture window at the 
patio and further down a slope at the large pool area. Then, 
with both hands smoothing down the hair at the back of his 
head, no doubt an inadvertent habit, the man turned around 
to his visitors and in a cultured voice developed from years 
of public speaking, said, “Ah, Mr. Walker. I was just admiring 
the view out at the pool.” Then with a wink added, “As well 
as keeping an eye on our gardener.” 

“Yes. I couldnt help but notice the trucks in the 
driveway,” the man in the blue coat replied. 

“Oh. Sorry about that. You didn't have trouble parking, 


I hope. The fellow comes once a week and while he does an 
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adequate job, the noise and inconvenience can be annoying. 
My apologies,” Bristow stated in grand fashion. 

“No problem, sir.” 

With that statement Dekker suddenly spoke up. “That 
reminds me, Mr. Bristow. I’m going to give Sheetz his check 
now. Last month it was temporarily lost in the mail.” 

With a soft wave of his hand Bristow suggested, “Leon, 
why don’t you have Jen take care of that. Mr. Walker and I 
will be discussing business. Hopefully, pleasurable business 
for all concerned. But I might need my numbers man at my 
sidex 

Hesitating for a moment, Dekker then answered, “Of 
course, Mr. Bristow. Just give me a few minutes to cut the 
check and give it to Ms. Novak.” 

“Certainly, Leon,” Bristow replied. Then with a knowing 
smile at his guest said, “Solved that problem.” 

As Dekker left the room Bristow motioned his guest 
to a seat. Then taking his own behind the massive oak desk 
said, “Leon tells me that youre heavily into investment 
management.” 

Shifting in the spacious chair and crossing his legs 
in a relaxed pose the man replied, “That’s correct. I’m the 
beneficiary of a substantial trust fund. The sole heir of my 
grandfather's good fortune in commodities, transportation 
and land speculation.” 

“Very interesting,” Bristow replied. “But now I take 
it that youre interested in a new field.sSomething vastly 
different.” 

“Interested and to tell you the truth highly intrigued,” 
the man admitted. 


iL) USTON 


Leaning forward in curiosity Bristow asked, “Tell me, 
Mr. Walker. Have you ever dabbled in the arts or more to the 
point the business aspects of the entertainment industry?” 

CINomsin, other than some minor stints as an actor in 
high school and college plays. At the time, and this was 
years ago, I did find it exhilarating. Quite a bit of fun. But 
professionally, no. Not at all.” 

At that point the muted sound of two voices could be 
heard just outside the closed door in the hallway apparently 
in heated discussion. Bristow with a quick glance at the door 
turned back toward his guest while commenting, “My staff 
are very competent at their jobs. However, egos and tempers 
do flare up. At those times I occasionally have to intervene 
as the adult to settle the children down a bit.” 

After a moment, the unexpected noise ceased and 
Bristow once again turning his attention to the man stated, 
“Well, I sense your enthusiasm. ‘That’s a good start. That’s 
what brought me to the entertainment industry over fifty 
years ago.” 

“You must have seen it all in that amount of time, sir,” 
the guest in admiration stated. 

“Oh, yes. I have been very fortunate in my time. 
Wouldn't trade it for anything. Although I must tell you 
the film industry is a very odd business model. Think of 
it. Business and entertainment literally collide all for the 
purpose of bringing enlightenment as well as pleasure to the 
audience. I started out right from high school many years 
ago. I grew up here on the East Coast. Went to New York 
as a young man to study acting. Paid my dues as an actor on 


the stage. Then worked my way out to Hollywood. Enjoyed 
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a certain amount of success there. But I made it a point to 
study everything, that is, all the aspects of film production. 
That led to screen writing. Then, eventually to a career as a 
producer. Enjoyed quite a bit of success in that field. Now, at 
my age, I’m back on the East Coast. I suppose you could say 
that my life has come full circle. I did retire for several years. 
The industry, with all the trending toward graphic violence 
and increasing dependence on special effects to move the 
plot line along, bored me. But I’ve begun to sense a desire 
by the public for more real quality in their entertainment. 
The great producers, people like Goldwyn, Warner, Mayer, 
Cohn, they would tell you if they were here now, without the 
script, that is to say a good story, you've got nothing. And 
that’s what I intend to accomplish here. Create a studio that 
produces quality films. And at a more reasonable cost than 
you can realize in Hollywood. Unfortunately, the days of the 
film industry being exclusively conducted on the coast are 
over. But change is progress. And progress is good.” 

Leaning forward in curiosity, the man in the blue 
blazer asked, “That’s terribly exciting. But writing scripts for 
films, where do you get the ideas and how do you go about 
translating them to film?” 

Raising his eyebrows at the man’s question, Bristow, 
now thoroughly enjoying himself while explaining his long 
time passion, stated, “The stories? They come from all aspects 
of life. Just as they always have down through the ages. All 
you really have to do is look around you: Study people. See 
something in them or what they are doing at any given time. 
Then let your imagination build on that. Develop a character. 


Take Chaplin, my personal favorite. Handsome young man 


in person. But to develop a character of interest to people, 
a sympathetic figure that would capture the audience, he 
invented The Little Tramp. Pure genius! And that my boy is 
the true essence of the film industry. Making something out 
of nothing.” ; 

Rising from behind the desk, Bristow, in the mode of 
a lecturer, glanced out of the large window at the pool area 
below then said, “Come here, my boy, and I'll give you an 
example of how’s it’s done.” 

Rising from his chair the guest joined the tall, elderly 
man at the window. 

“Now there we have our gardener, Mr. Sheetz, diligently 
pruning those hedges surrounding the pool area. Very 
common task, wouldn't you say? But what is his story? 
What is really going on in his personal life? Possibly a failed 
marriage or a seriously ill child. Or both. The man is going 
about his daily task. And he’s a good man. But woefully 
unhappy with his circumstances in life. At a loss of what to 
do. Now see the girl, our Ms. Novak, walking down the steps 
to the pool area, no doubt with the check for Mr. Sheetz. 
But suppose we embellish on that commonplace task. Let us 
imagine that the girl is aware that Mr. Sheetz is a good man. 
And let’s imagine that she is also aware that his personal 
life is miserable. In total disarray. And she is very concerned, 
very sympathetic, to Mr. Sheetz. Actually cares a great deal 
about him. Now watch. As you can see, his back is to the 
girl. He doesn't see her. Now, look how she is approaching 
him. See how she is going out of her way taking a wide path 
as far away from the pool as possible. Why? Because she, 


the character in our little play, is indecisive. She loves the 
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man. She wants to go to him and comfort him. But she’s 
indecisive about it. Would he be insulted? Would she be 
rejected? See how far from the pool and Mr. Sheetz the girl 
has strayed. That creates a scene. As I said, you have to plumb 
your imagination. Create something from nothing. Turning 
toward the man in the blue blazer Bristow, thoroughly 


enjoying himself, said, “It’s all about illusion.” 


Chapter 43 


After a two hour journey across Pennsylvania, then 
crossing over into New Jersey, Nick and Dana, with Dana at 
the wheel of her SUV, were traveling along the Atlantic City 
Expressway with the town of Ventnor on the Jersey shore 
line as their destination. 

Dana, with a momentary glance toward Quinn in the 
passenger seat to her right, asked, “So, they gave you the sales 
pitch and talked about the financial plan which we already 
know is bogus. But what did you get from Bristow? What 
was your take on him?” 

Quinn, his eyes solely on the road ahead, replied, “Aside 
from the fact that he wears a toupee, he’s somewhat of a 
wind bag. But, in an odd way, also entertaining. He’s the 
front man. Definitely not the brains of that outfit.” 

“How do you figure that? If he’s not in charge then who 
is?” 

“Right now I'd have to say the oily guy who's supposed 
to be the business manager, Leon Dekker. I just don't see 
Bristow as the businessman,” Quinn stated. 

“Well, Dekker presented himself at his meeting with 
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Mike as someone who typified the business manager. But 
he also gave off an impression of deference to Bristow. That 
Bristow was the boss.” 

After a moment Quinn replied, “No. Like I said. 
Bristow is the front man. His job is to provide an image and 
to make the sales pitch. Leon’s the money man. And possibly 
the brains behind the operation. Did we get anything back 
on Dekker’s prints yet?” 

“Not yet,” Dana answered. “So you found a phone 
number and address for someone named Lana Bratkowski in 
Ventnor, New Jersey. Bratkowski being Bristow’s real name. 
Maybe it’s a relative. What can this add to the investigation?” 

“Well, for one thing, I’m not quite done researching 
Bristow himself. And, secondly, if this Bratkowski person is 
a relative I want to try to find out anything I can about the 
so-called niece, Michelle Norris,” Quinn explained. 

we He 

Crossing over the bay bridge that separated the mainland 
from the shore line town of Ventnor, Quinn and Dana spent 
twenty-five minutes driving around town in search of the 
street listed for the phone number of Lana Bratkowski. 
Finally locating the street and address amid a group of 
dilapidated one-story bungalows situated back toward the 
bay area, Dana parked in front of a weather beaten structure 
while stating to Quinn, “No high rollers here, Nicky.” 

As the two stepped out of the SUV Quinn commented 
while gesturing off to his right at the distant skyline and 
the plush casino hotels of Atlantic City, “Amazing, isn’t it? 
Millions of dollars invested in an image of the lush life and 


once you drive away from those places you find yourself in 


the middle of abject poverty. They sell the idea to the voters 
claiming it will bring tax revenue and jobs to the state. Years 
later the result is that the rich got richer while the poor 
remained poor.” 

“Yeah. It’s actually sad,” Dana agreed as they approached 
the bungalow’s front door. 

After knocking several times, the door, apparently 
warped by the extreme moisture always present at the seaside 
location, was slowly opened by a short, portly woman in her 
fifties wearing a waitress uniform and holding a glass of what 
appeared to be whisky in her hand. 

“What do you want?” the woman warily inquired. 

“Are you Lana Bratkowski?” Quinn asked. 

“Why do you want to knowe” the woman with a 
suspicious look asked. 

“Are you related to a Rudolph Bratkowski?” Quinn 
asked then added, “Or a Roger Bristow?” 

Taking a step back in surprise, sloshing a small amount 
of liquid from the glass she was holding, the woman 
somewhat confused said, “You mean Rudy?” Then asked, 
“What happened? Did he die?” 

“No. Not at all,” Quinn confirmed then asked, “Are you 
related to hime” 

Hesitating for a moment, the woman still apprehensive 
answered, “Well, sort of. He’s my ex brother-in-law. Why do 
you want to know?” 

“We're from Pennsylvania. Mr. Bristow is involved 
in some business there. We're just conducting a little 
background search. You know, a biographical profile. May 


we come in and speak with you?” 
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Giving Quinn and Dana a furtive look, the woman said, 
“T don't know. I’m not going to get in any trouble over this, 
am Ip” 

“Not in the least, Mrs. Bratkowski,” Quinn affirmed. 

At that assurance the woman, though still wary, said, 
“Well, okay. Just a couple of questions, right?” 

“Yes, ma'am,” Quinn stated while the petite woman 
apparently semi-drunk stepped aside to allow Quinn and 
Dana to enter the threadbare atmosphere of the living room. 

The woman, flopping down on uneven cushions of an 
ancient couch, asked, “You want a drink? I always have a 
drink after work. Helps me relax, you know.” 

“No, thanks. We just need to ask you a couple of 
questions. Then we’re back on the road to Pennsylvania,” 
Quinn replied as he sat down next to the woman while 
Dana, attempting to hide her disapproval of the woman’s 
living space, sat in a worn out chair opposite the two. 

Giving Quinn a confused look the woman, beginning 
to slur, asked, “Now what do you want to know?” 

Smiling at her Quinn said, “Roger or Rudy?” 

“Oh yeah,” the woman acknowledged and inadvertently 
laughed to herself then explained her private joke. “I guess 
he’s Roger in his public life. But 1 only knew him as Rudy. 
And to tell you the truth, I only met him one time.” 

“When was that?” Dana asked. 

“My husband’s funeral,” the woman matter of factly 
replied. “Yeah. Rudy was much older than Stan. He had left 
when Stan was just a kid. Got out and never came back. 
That’s what I was told. But he did come back for the funeral 
when Stan died.” 


“Your husband passed away. I’m sorry,” Dana 
automatically replied. 

“Agh. That was a long time ago. Wasn't natural causes. He 
wasnt ill or anything. He drowned,” the woman explained. 

“How did that happen?” Quinn asked. 

“Stan was a fisherman. Worked on a commercial boat 
out of Atlantic City. Anyway, he was out one day. They had 
just set the nets for the catch and he fell overboard. Got 
tangled up in the net and drowned.” 

“Oh! That’s horrible,” Dana exclaimed. 

“Yeah. Well, for me it was. Stan didn’t have any kind 
of insurance. Hell! We were broke half the time as it was. 
So there I was. My husband was dead and I was dead broke 
with a six year old kid to feed. Then three years later it got 
worse.” 

“How soe” Dana asked. 

Taking a moment to pour herself another drink, the 
woman now definitely slurring her words replied, “That’s 
when I married Jack, my second husband. Another mistake! 
He was a bartender at a restaurant where I was working. 
Problem with Jack was he got to be his own best customer. 
Most of the time he was out of work. Couldn't hold a job. 
Then stupid me, I got pregnant. So there I was stuck with a 
nine year old daughter who was old enough to see what her 
stepfather was about and hated him for it. And a newborn 
son. No money and a drunk for a husband who used to bat 
me around sometimes. Worst five years of my life.” 

“What did you do?” Dana now caught up in this 
womans narrative asked. 


“Finally, I had no choice. My daughter got to be twelve. 
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She was a big girl. Tall like her father and, you know, starting 
to develop. Right about that time Jack, who was usually 
drunk, started to take too much of an interest. It wasn't right. 
So he had to go.” 

“You did the right thing,” Dana agreed. 

Emitting a mild snort the woman said, “There’s never 
a right thing. Couple of years later my daughter rebelled on 
me. Teenager. Had to have everything her way. Just like her 
father. Stubborn. And, if she didn’t get her way, impossible 
to deal with. Then, when she was sixteen, she ran away with 
some boy. Another loser! He was on probation for car theft. 
Never saw Michelle again.” 

“What was that name?” Quinn suddenly asked. 

Roused momentarily from her personal narrative, the 
woman focused on the man to her left and said, “Michelle 
Bratkowski.” 

Quinn and Dana at that news gave a quick glance to 
each other. Then Dana asked, “So after that it was just you 
and your son?” 

“Yeah. “Til he turned eighteen. Then he left too. Joined 
the Navy. I hear from him once in a while. Haven't seen him 
for about four or five years.” 

Taking another sip from her glass, Lana Bratkowski, 
reflecting wistfully on her life, said, “It’s strange. Thirty-five 
years ago I came here on vacation with some girlfriends. I’m 
originally from Wilkes-Barre, Pennsylvania. Just came down 
to the shore on a two week vacation. Then I met Stan in 
a bar. I was only twenty years old. He was this big, good 
looking guy. Lots of fun. Laughed all the time. I wound up 
marrying him at the end of the two weeks. Stayed here. Then 


Stan died. I married Jack, the loser. Then I had two kids. 
Now they’re all gone and I’m still here.” 

Quinn leaning closer to the now inebriated woman 
softly asked, “The,boy Michelle ran off with, what was his 
name?” 

With a puzzled look the woman replied, “I forget. 
Something Italian.” 

Looking around the drab living room area in feigned 
interest Quinn asked, “I see your son’s picture in uniform on 
the shelf over there. Handsome young man.” 

Awkwardly turning around to the picture behind her 
Lana Bratkowski slurred, “Yeah. Handsome like his father. 
But more sober.” 

Then with an exaggerated motion Quinn scanning 
the rest of the room said, “I don't see any pictures of your 
daughter.” 

Clumsily pointing to her right the woman indicated 
two pictures of a red-haired little girl, posing in front of 
another dilapidated house, squinting in the sunlight at the 
camera. “That’s her over there.” Then sighing said, “The only 
pictures I have left. | had to move so many times. I somehow 
lost pictures I took after those two.” Then looking around 
the room said to herself, “Yeah. Moved around a lot over the 
years. But never really went anywhere.” 

“Does the name Michelle Norris mean anything to 
you?” Quinn asked. 

With a start, sloshing some whisky from her glass onto 
the cushion of the couch, Lana Bratkowski said, “Norris! 
That was Jack’s name. Michelle hated Jack! She would never 


take his name!” 
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Chapter 44 


For the first two hours of the journey back to Chamberton 
the two occupants of Dana’s SUV, with the exception of the 
occasional remark, drove along in silence. Each was mentally 
reviewing the evidence discovered but with different 
conclusions and assessments of the investigation at this 
point. 

Quinn, meticulously recounting everything from the 
murder of the girl at the pool, was certain that someone 
named Michelle, whether it was Bratkowski or Norris, was 
definitely Roger Bristow’s niece. However, he was also sure 
that the girl lying in the morgue was not the real Michelle. 
And while he was sure that Bristow and his associates were 
running a con game in Chamberton he was also sure that 
the murder of the girl was the result of a separate issue. The 
murder of Barry Gegner, in Quinn’s mind, definitely had 
to do with the fact that Gegner showed up and possibly 
posed a threat by knowing too much. While he had a 
vague idea of who could have murdered the girl and why, 
Quinn's determination of who had murdered Gegner was 


clearly focused now on the Bristow group. And hopefully 


TEE -USTON 


any information on Bristow’s business dealings that Clark 
Stefanik could unearth would enable him to connect the 
dots. 

Dana, unusually silent at the wheel of her truck as the 
two crossed over the Walt Whitman Bridge to Philadelphia 
and then accessed I-76 for the second half of the journey 
home to Chamberton, was also reviewing the chain of 
evidence from the beginning. And while also connecting 
the dots was coming to a vastly different and depressing 
conclusion. To Dana’s mind if the murder of the girl hadn't 
been the work of Felipé Sanchez, who on paper had all the 
evidence against him, then who else could have killed the 
girl and why? At this point there were no other options. 

While at first willing to accept Quinn’s theory that 
Sanchez had no motive, to Dana that idea was now beginning 
to pale. As to the identity of the dead girl, obviously today’s 
revelation had proved that Bristow did indeed have a niece 
and her name was definitely Michelle Bratkowski which she 
could have changed to Michelle Norris. 

As far as Gegner, given what had been discovered about 
him and his reputation as a not very solid citizen, was it really 
sound judgment to take the dead man’s word on the identity 
of the dead girl? Could Gegner have had his own agenda or 
possible con game in play, that being to shake down Bristow 
for money somehow? Possibly to cause as much doubt and 
trouble as he could to initiate a payoff to just go away? 

As for Gegner’s murder, Dana was still willing to agree 
with Quinn that that act could have been perpetrated to 
silence him for whatever he claimed to know. But Dana 


did not confidently believe that Bristow or, for that matter, 
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his associate, Leon Dekker, fit the profile of a vicious killer 
willing to personally conduct such a savage act. Now, as the 
silver SUV sped west along the Interstate in a futile attempt 
to catch up to the setting sun, Dana glancing over at Quinn 
said, “We're not getting anywhere with this.” 

Quinn, roused from his internal thought process, replied, 
“Well, we're in Pennsylvania now. Only a couple more hours 
to home.” 

Dana, irritated by Quinn's non cognizant reply, snapped, 
“Nicky! [’m talking about the investigation.” 

“What about it?” 

“That woman today blew the whole theory that Bristow 
didn’t really have a niece right out of the water. That’s what!” 

Slowly glancing over at Dana Quinn stated, “So what? 
So he has a niece. That doesn’t mean the dead girl is, in fact, 
the niece. Remember the tattoo.” 

“So who's to say Gegner didn't just make all that up?” 
What makes him so reliable? Look at his track record,” Dana 
vehemently stated. 

“His motivation,” Quinn calmly replied. 

“So you say. But he also could have found out about 
Bristow and his big project. Never mind that we pretty 
much know it’s a con game. Gegner probably didn't. Then 
he finds out about the girl being killed and decided to work 
his own con game. Show up. Make accusations. And try to 
get Bristow to pay him off to just go away, thereby avoiding 
any scandal.” 

“You're over thinking the situation,” Quinn replied. 

“No. I’m not. It’s a theory. You're spouting theories all 


the time. Why can't | pose one?” Dana countered. 
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“Because you're not following the straight line.” 

“What the’hell does that mean?” Dana shot back. 

With a mild sigh, Quinn stated, “Gegner’s profile 
indicated that he wasn’t that clever. His motivation was to 
find the girl and get his money back. First and foremost. 
I'll grant you the possibility that after he was faced with the 
fact that publically Michelle was dead and knowing that 
it wasn't really Michelle he might have been capable of a 
shakedown for money. But that brings us right back to the 
fact that Gegner knew too much. And was killed because of 
that fact.” 

Frustrated, while peering straight ahead into the dark 
road, Dana sarcastically said, “Oh. I forgot. You're the trained 
investigator.” 

Rolling his eyes in the dark Quinn replied, “You have 
to be patient. Let’s see what Stefanik comes up with on the 
girl.” 

One hour later as the SUV carrying Quinn and Dana 
cruised along the Interstate highway now in south central 
Pennsylvania, Quinn was roused from his inner deliberations 
by Dana in frustration exclaiming, “Stop running up my ass. 
Just pass me you idiot!” 

Now aware of headlights beaming into the back 
window of Dana’s SUV Quinn glanced into the side mirror 
on his door. Realizing that the vehicle behind them was not 
only dangerously close but also, judging by the height of the 
headlights, large, Quinn calmly instructed Dana to gently 
slow her vehicle down in hope that the tailgater would, in 


frustration, pass them. Although Dana had complied, ten 
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minutes later the vehicle, obviously a large truck, was still in 
place practically right on their rear bumper. 

Quinn then instructed Dana to speed her truck up. Ten 
minutes after that maneuver which bore no results with the 
large vehicle still in place behind them, Quinn said, “We’re 
being followed. Speed up again. Floor the gas pedal. Get us 
up to about eighty.” 

Dana, now apprehensive over the situation, pushed 
down on the gas pedal and the SUV immediately shot 
forward into the dark road, initially leaving the truck behind. 
Then after another ten minutes, the large vehicle closed the 
gap roaring up behind them to once again assume a position 
of no more than two feet behind the SUV. 

Dana, becoming partially blinded by the high beams of 
the truck immediately to the rear and flooding her car with 
a distracting glare, said to Quinn, “It’s too dangerous to stay 
at this speed. The road’s starting to curve now. And we've 
got that stone cliff on our right. Why the hell doesn’t he just 
pass us?” 

Quinn, once again glancing in the side mirror as 
they negotiated a curve to the right, caught a glimpse of 
another large vehicle immediately behind the first one. 
Not mentioning that fact to Dana, who was having enough 
trouble negotiating the tricky right then left curves while 
semi-blinded by the glaring lights of their pursuer, he said, 
“Okay. Slow it down now. Go down to about twenty miles 
below the speed limit.” 

As Dana complied the second truck suddenly pulled 
out into the left lane then sped up alongside Dana’s SUV 


then slowed down, once alongside, to their speed effectively 


pinning them between their large flatbed vehicle and the 
massive slate cliff to their right. Unable to slow down to 
avoid the vehicle on the left and in a stretch of the road 
where it was too dangerous to speed up Dana and Quinn 
were effectively pinned in captivity for the next twenty 
minutes. Then suddenly, the flatbed truck to their left began 
to inch closer toward their vehicle in an effort to drive the 
SUV off the winding road and into the rocks to their right. 

Dana, beginning to panic as the flatbed came to within 
a foot of her door, yelled to Quinn, “Nick. What should I 
do?” 

Quinn with a quick look in his side mirror turned to 
Dana and calmly said, “Hit the gas. Speed up now.” 

Dana immediately floored the gas pedal and her truck 
responded shooting forward ahead of the flatbed which then 
sped up to maintain the position alongside. 

Quinn still looking in his side mirror and seeing that 
the truck to the rear had not reacted right away then yelled 
to Dana, “Now hit the brakes and veer into the left lane.” 

“What?” Dana yelled back as she automatically slammed 
on the brakes. Leaning over toward her Quinn reaching for 
the wheel quickly spun it to the left causing the SUV to 
violently fishtail into the left lane. The flatbed, losing sight 
of the SUV, also hit the brakes which resulted in it fishtailing 
also. And in that process the left rear of the massive truck 
clipped Dana’s SUV in the passenger side sending it off the 


road and down an embankment. 
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Chapter 45 


Plummeting down a fifty foot grass embankment, then 
wildly veering to the right as it bounced over a fallen tree 
trunk causing the SUV to fly four feet into the air, the vehicle 
landing once again on the grassy hill tipped over on its left 
side and slid another ten feet, finally coming to a stop as the 
surface leveled out. 

After ten minutes of stillness while the vehicle’s engine 
in an attempt to function emitted sporadic sputtering noises 
interspersed with a violent popping sound, the passenger 
side door slowly and with difficulty began to open. 

Nick Quinn, standing on the side of the passenger seat 
after two failed attempts, finally secured the door open in a 
stationary position. Then ducking back into the overturned 
vehicle, he began to pull Dana up and out with him. 

As the two gingerly climbed down from the SUV on 
to the ground and, both limping, staggered away from the 
wreckage, Quinn quickly asked, “Are you all right?” 

Dana, staggering next to him, still disoriented, excitedly 
said, “I’m okay. Are you all right>” 


“Tm okay. Are you sure you are?” 


Leaning against Quinn for support with her arms on his 
shoulders Dana said, “Yeah. I’m okay.” Then, fully realizing 
what had just taken place, punched Quinn in the chest as 
she yelled, “What the hell were you thinking? We could have 
been killed.” Then staggered backward losing her balance in 
the process. 

Quinn, quickly reaching forward, grabbed the girl and 
pulled her upright and back toward him while he explained, 
“Take your pick. Crushed against that cliff or rolling down 
the hill.” Then glancing back toward the SUV at the sound 
of a distinct crackling noise said, “Come on. We have to get 
up the hill onto the road.” As Quinn attempted to pull Dana 
along, after she staggered several steps with him, Dana asked, 
“What’s the rush?” 

“The car’s on fire,” he calmly replied. 

“What? Oh my God! My car's on fire,” Dana yelled as 
she turned and started back to the vehicle which now had 
a two foot orange flame emanating from the buckled hood 
toward the sky. 

Quinn, lunging toward Dana, grabbed the back of 
her shirt. Then, violently pulling her back to him, spun her 
around, now facing the hill, and pushed her in the direction 
of the road overhead, while stating, “Dana! You don’t run 
to the fire. You run away from it.” As Quinn half pushed, 
half pulled her along as they clamored up to the road, Dana 
mournfully said, “But what about my truck?” 

“That’s why God created insurance,” Quinn matter of 
factly replied. 

Walking along the shoulder of the pitch black highway 
Quinn, reaching into a pocket, pulled out his cell phone as 
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Dana alongside patted her pants pocket. Then pulling out 
her phone and realizing that something else was missing 
said, “Oh God. My purse is still in the truck. All my credit 
cards and driver's license are gone.” 

“So, you make some phone calls tomorrow and get new 
ones,” Quinn replied as he pressed the speed dial to Mike 
Callaghan. 

“Yeah, Mike. A little problem here. Yeah. Well, Dana 
and I are about ten miles outside the county on the Interstate. 
We were run off the road. Her car’s wrecked.” Then at a 
quick glance backward at the orange light glowing in the 
dark Quinn continued, “Actually, her truck is on fire. You 
might want to call somebody to send out a fire truck and 
also the local police or state. No. Not an accident. A hit job! 
Definitely. Somebody doesn't like us asking questions. Yeah. 
We're okay.” Then holding out the phone to Dana said, “Tell 
Mike you're okay.” 

Dana, looking at Quinn’s cell phone in the dark, yelled, 
“Tm okay. But I’m really pissed off.” 

Pulling back the phone to his ear Quinn said, “See. She’s 
fine. No State Police? Fine. Whatever. Just have somebody 
pick us up. Yeah. Pll see you tomorrow. 

Michael Callaghan, aggressively leaning over his desk at 
Quinn and Dana the following morning, practically growled 
at the two, “So what the hell happened?” 

Quinn, sitting opposite Callaghan with Dana to his 
right, replied, “I got the phone number and address for 
Bristow’s sister-in-law, a Lana Bratkowski. That’s Bristow’s 


actual name. Rudolph Bratkowski. So we took a trip to 


Ventnor, New Jersey to interview her. I suspect that someone 
followed us. Then on the way home we were intercepted by 
two large flatbed trucks. They tried to force us off the road. 
Basically run us into a stone cliff.” 

Callaghan taking a moment to process the story asked, 
“How would someone know that you were going to the 
Jersey shore? And what the purpose was?” 

“Well, obviously we're being followed. As to how that 
came about I would say that someone must know where 
we're going with this investigation,” Quinn replied. 

Frowning across his desk at the two, Callaghan asked, 
“And where are you going with the investigation?” 

“We're focusing on Bristow and his associates,” Dana 
stated. 

“Do you think Bristow killed the girl?” Callaghan asked. 

“No. That’s a separate issue,” Quinn answered. 

“How about Gegner’s murder?” 

“Highly possible,” Dana replied. 

“And do we know anything about the girl? Like her 
actual identity?” 

Dana, while giving Quinn a raised eyebrow, stated, 
“Lana Bratkowski has a daughter who she hasn‘t seen in years 
named Michelle. Mrs. Bratkowski also has an ex-husband 
whose last name was Norris. It’s possible that Michelle 
Bratkowski changed her name to Michelle Norris.” 

Slapping the palm of his right hand on his desk the 
District Attorney said, “So, that’s it. The girl in the morgue 
actually is Bristow’s niece!” 

Shaking his head in denial Quinn said, “I don't think 
so, Mike.” 
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“Why the hell not?” 

“There’s the issue of the tattoo. Also, then what would 
Gegner’s motivation be?” Quinn explained. 

Now raising his voice in frustration Callaghan said, 
“Motivation! His motivation was that he was a drunk and a 
dirtball. He was trying to scam Bristow out of money!” 

“Mike. Bristow is the con man. The numbers on his 
project don’t add up. He’s also not the high roller he purports 
to be. He has things he has to hide. That’s the lynch pin in 
this whole thing. Gegner would have no way of knowing 
about Bristow’s finances. But he would have known about 
the girl. Maybe he was going to shake Bristow down. But his 
only leverage would have been the girl,” Quinn explained. 

“Nice theory,” Callaghan sarcastically replied. “So now 
where does that leave us? Looks like nowhere to me.” 

“Not necessarily. We've got Stefanik working a lead on 
the girl’s identity. We just need some time on that,” Quinn 
replied. 

Looking over to Dana in frustration Callaghan asked, 
“Are you buying into this theory?” 

“IT don't know. But we should give Clark some time to 
see if he comes up with something.” 

“The guy I’m paying to consult on this?” 

“Yes. Clark Stefanik,” Dana reluctantly replied. 

Hesitating a moment while he thought over his options 
Callaghan then said, “A few more days. That’s it. I can’t drag 
this out too much longer. Even if Bristow is a crook. The girl 
was murdered and we do have the prime suspect in custody.” 
Then shifting gears in the conversation Callaghan asked 
Quinn, “Are you two going to need bodyguards now?” 


“No, Mike. You're understaffed on the police force as it 
is. | have a security system at the farm. Dana will stay there 
with me. And I’ll make some additional arrangements,” 
Quinn stated then noticing a dubious look on Dana’s face 
said, “Strictly business.” 

Looking from Quinn to Dana and then back again 
Callaghan said, “Fine! You two work it out. Make your own 
arrangements. I don't want to know.” 

kok 

As Quinn and Dana left the Justice Building Dana said, 
“Do you really think we were followed all the way to the 
Jersey shore and back?” 

“Had to be. How else could those construction trucks 
have known when to attack us?” 

“We should have gotten a license plate.” 

“No time for that, especially in the dark. But I did notice 
something about the truck that tried to run us into the cliff.” 

“What?” 

“When we veered to the left into the other lane I noticed 
that the right rear mud flap on that truck was severed off 
about a third from the bottom. And that’s how I’m going to 
find whoever tried to kill us,” Quinn explained. 

“And we are definitely being spied on?” 

“Yes. Somebody with knowledge of our investigation is 


actively working to stop it,” Quinn affirmed. 
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Chapter 46 


Dana remained at her office in the Justice Building to 
deal with a long to do list of phone calls to her insurance 
company about her destroyed truck and also the replacement 
of her driver’s license, credit and bank cards, as well as renting 
a vehicle. Quinn, after arranging for Junior to work overtime 
at the farm and recruiting Frank Kane, who welcomed the 
chance for something meaningful to do, to act as a daytime 
bodyguard for Dana, paid a visit to Felipé Sanchez at the 
county prison. 

At this point in time, and with assurances from Charlie 
Shields, the attitude Sanchez had exhibited in the previous 
meetings was for the most part gone. Now realizing that 
Nick Quinn was his only chance of getting out of a long 
imprisonment for the murder he didn't commit, Sanchez, 
though still uncomfortable with his inéarceration, made 
more of an effort to cooperate with his lawyer and this 
investigator who believed in his innocence. 

As the two visitors faced the accused felon sitting across 
from them, Quinn, eyes intent on Sanchez, asked, “Felipé, 


who knew you were seeing Michelle Norris?” 


“Some of the people at the farm.” 

“How many? And who exactly,” Quinn pressed. 

“Kate and three of the young girls’ mothers.” 

“You're leaving someone out,” Quinn posed. 

With a reluctant shrug Sanchez admitted, “And Cassie.” 
After a moment of silence, while the two men stared at each 
other, Quinn then asked, “And who exactly objected to your 
involvement with Michelle?” 

Once again, reluctantly, Sanchez almost smiling 
answered, “All of them.” 

“Who complained the most?” 

PCassic ana: KateLouden:. 

“Why?” 

“Cassie, because she wanted me all to herself, naturally.” 

“What about Kate?” 

“Because of Cassie,” Sanchez replied. 

“How so?” Quinn inquired. 

“It was business.” 

“But you didn’t listen to them?” 

Initially confused by Quinn's statement, Sanchez after a 
moment said, “I never listen to what women say. I am Felipé 
Sanchez. I have to be me.” 

While Shields was squirming in his seat at that 
statement Quinn quickly asked, “Do you know if Cassie’s 
father was aware of your involvement with his daughter?” 

“No. I don't think he knew anything.” 

“Did you ever meet him?” 

“Never,” Sanchez replied. 

Leaving the building after their session with the accused 


murderer, Charlie Shields asked Quinn, “Where were you 
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going with that line of questions, Nick?” 

‘Just refining the list of possibles, Charlie,” Quinn 
replied as he scanned the parking lot and the immediate area 
looking for anything or anyone out of the ordinary. 

Shields, feeling confident with Quinn's statement, 
asked, “You're getting close, aren't you?” 

Quinn, still scanning his surroundings, absently replied, 
“Yeah. I’m getting close.” 

By late afternoon Quinn, nowat the farm, had sent Junior 
home to gather whatever he needed to take up residence in 
the tack room at night to provide extra security. Then, after 
checking in with Dana to verify that her rental car would be 
delivered to Frank Kane at his condo so he could pick her up 
at work and begin to act as chaufter/bodyguard, Quinn was 
in the barn feeding the horses as the yellow Corvette purred 
into the driveway and came to an abrupt stop at the barn’s 
front door. 

Hopping out of the vehicle, Cassie Roman, still clad in 
her light blue scrubs from her vet assistant job, yelled, “Hey. 
Anybody in the barn?” 

Quinn, walking to the entrance, replied, “Hello, Cassie. 

Flashing a smile at him, the girl holding a plastic bag 
up said, “Special delivery. Dr. Dorney’s tied up with another 
delivery. A foal at a farm north of Chamberton. So, per his 
instructions, I’m dropping off your order.” 

Taking the bag from the girl, Quinn said, “Thanks. I 
wasn't aware that you worked at John’s practice.” 

“Yeah. I’ve worked there for almost a year now. Hey. 
We've probably talked on the phone at times. Among my 
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many duties sometimes I take calls at the office.” 

“Could be,” Quinn stated. “How did you get the job at 
John’s vet hospital?” 

“When I bailed on the idea of a business degree at college. 
I was just hanging out at the barn. Then Kate introduced me 
to Dr. Dorney. She pretty much got me the job. She worked 
for him for years before she bought her own farm.” 

“Really,” Quinn stated. “That’s a nice property. She must 
have saved up a lot of money to buy something that big.” 

Scofhing at that, Cassie replied, “She inherited money 
from some relative. An aunt or something. She has kept 
horses at the farm for years. So, about fourteen years ago 
when the owner wanted to sell out, Kate put down most of 
her inheritance on the place, then took out a mortgage for 
the balance. I think money’s tight for her but she wanted to 
live out her dream.” 

“That’s usually the way it works. Sounds like she’s been 
good to you.” 

“Yeah. She has. Pve kept horses at her place for about 
eight years. Lately she’s been kind of a pain though.” 

“How so?” 

“Oh. She’s been all over me about Felipé. I think she’s 
afraid that my father will pull my three horses out of her 
barn. She’s already lost three other boarders since Felipé’s 
arrest. But I think the other issue is about money. I’m not 
sure exactly what it is. But I think she invested the rest of her 
inheritance in something. And now she’s really worried about 
it. I think it was something that my father recommended. 
She was talking to him about it last week.” 

“And you dont know exactly what it was,” Quinn 
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nonchalantly asked. 

“Not really. I stay out of the way since Felipé’s arrest. 
Neither one of them knows that I visit him in jail and I'd like 
to keep it that way for now.” 

“That’s probably a good idea,” Quinn agreed. 

“Do you think Felipé will be set free soon? | mean, you 
told me he didn’t kill stupid Michelle. There’s no reason why 
he should still be locked up.” 

“There are still questions to be answered. Right now 
Felipé’s safer under guard. There are too many people angry 
over that crime. You need to trust me on this,” Quinn replied. 

“T do. You're nice,” Cassie stated then suddenly asked, 
“What about Frank Kane, the Police Chief? Are you trying 
to help him, too?” 

“Yes. ] am,” Quinn answered. 

Smiling self-consciously at him the girl admitted, “I’m 
just being nosey. For a couple of years until Felipé came 
along I had a crush on Frank. He never knew it. He’s always 
so serious.” 

“Tl keep your secret,” Quinn stated. 

Then with a shrug of her shoulders the girl said, “I better 
get going. I need to see my horses and drop off some meds 
to Kate also.” 

As the yellow Corvette left the driveway turning right 
on St. John’s Road at an accelerated speed, Quinn stood 
outside the barn engaged in prolonged thought as the girl in 
the sports car faded from sight. 

One hour later Quinn received a call from Dana. “Nick, 


I just received an email from Clark. He thinks we have a hit 


on that belt buckle. He found it on a jeweler’s website late 
last night.” 

“What’s the name and where's the location?” Quinn 
quickly asked. 

“Smithfield Native American Designs. The man’s name 
is Derek Smithfield. He’s located in Arizona. And apparently 
is a vendor at horse shows out there.” 

Pacing back and forth in the center aisle of the barn 
Quinn instructed Dana, “Send him an email. Make it 
official. And send him a picture of the dead girl. Try to set 
up a phone call for tonight. And I want Clark out here, also.” 

Disconnecting from Dana, Quinn said to himself, “Now 


we're going to find out who you really are.” 


Sit 
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Chapter 47 


As the trio of Quinn, Dana and Clark Stefanik huddled 
around the speakerphone that Stefanik had set up in Quinn's 
apartment, the voice of the jeweler in Arizona said, “The 
hair’s a different color. But the face is the same. That’s got to 
be Janet Robertson.” 

“Are you sure, Mr. Smithfield?” 

“Sure, | am. But when she bought those pieces from me 
her hair was blonde.” 

“So she purchased more jewelry than that belt buckle?” 

“Yes. Over the course of three years she purchased a 
couple of necklaces, a ring, and a bracelet. She was a regular 
customer every year at the horse shows.” 

Quinn, leaning closer to the phone, asked, “Mr. 
Smithfield, do you have documentation for those sales?” 

“Sure do. All on my computer.” ‘ 

“We'll need you to forward a copy of that to district 
attorney Miller,” Quinn stated. “Would you know where Ms. 
Robertson lived?” 

“No. I don't have that information. I just saw her at all 


of the Arabian shows around here. No. I’m wrong. I did sell 
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her a bracelet at a jumper show. That was about three years 
back. That was the last time she bought anything from me.” 

“And that was in Arizona?” Quinn asked. 

“That’s right. I stick to the local shows. Keeps the 
overhead low. Understand?” 

“Yes, sir. Would you know of any friends or family?” 

“Not really. She would just show up between rides | 
guess and check out what new designs I had for sale. And 
sometimes make a purchase.” 

“How about employment?” Dana asked. 

“Tm pretty sure she worked for several different barns.” 

“You mean she wasn't showing her own horses?” Quinn 
inquired. 

“No, sir. She worked for the big barns. Mostly exercising 
the horses. A couple of times she was real excited because 
they would let her show a horse in a low level class. But I 
know she wasn’t a top level rider. And I know she wasn’t well 
to do. That belt buckle. That was a special design. I made that 
to her specifications. But she paid for it in installments. Four, 
I believe. Pll check my records. Like I said, she was just the 
help.” 

Dana, now leaning intently toward the phone, once 
gain asked, “Mr. Smithfield, are you absolutely certain that 
the girl in the picture we sent you is Janet Robertson?” 

“Sure! The hair color’s different. But I’m certain of the 
face. She was a pretty girl. Always smiling and upbeat. That 
picture you sent doesn’t do her justice. Doesn't show her 
personality. But it’s still her.” 


* OK OK 


Disconnecting from the call, Nick Quinn sat immobile 
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at the kitchen table for several minutes lost in thought 
as Dana and Clark Stefanik stared at him in expectation. 
Finally Dana growing impatient leaned forward saying, 
“Nick! Nick! What now?” 

Blinking his eyes as if coming back to consciousness 
Quinn replied, “Clark, could you bring up that list of horse 
shows in California that have Michelle Norris listed as a 
competitor?” 

“Sure, Mr. Quinn,” Stefanik replied as he began to type 
on his laptop. 

Within a minute the laptop’s screen produced the names 
of horse shows up and down the California coast with the 
entry data of a horse by the name of Pegasus Five ridden by 
Michelle Norris. 

Staring at the screen, Quinn, seemingly talking to 
himself rather than his companions, said, “All jumper shows. 
But lower level classes. Definitely not Grand Prix level. A 
young horse on the circuit being shown primarily to develop 
into a Grand Prix mount.” Then after a moment of silence 
Quinn said, “Owned by Pegasus Partners Limited.” Turning 
to Clark Stefanik Quinn requested, “Clark, could you find 
me the names of this group of investors who owned the 
horse? Then I need to know if the horse was sold in the past 
year and for how much. 

Later, after having dispatched Stefanik to his next 
assignment in cyber snooping, Dana, sitting on Quinn’s 
couch with her stocking feet resting on the coffee table, 
asked, “Okay, Nicky. Where do you think we are with this? 


And more to the point, where do you think we’re going?” 


Quinn, popping his head around the corner from the 
kitchen while holding a bottle of beer toward Dana, which 
she declined, said, “Where we are is that Janet Robertson 
was probably recruited to show that horse. And the young 
horse, Pegasus Five, was being shown for the purpose of 
increasing his market value. Where we are going is that her 
so-called uncle did not solely own the horse. I highly suspect 
that there were four other partners involved. The questions 
are one, how much was the horse sold for, and two, did the 
other investors see any of the profit?” 

“So you think Bristow swindled his partners out of the 
sale profit?” 

“My guess is yes. Remember, Bristow wasn‘ a high roller 
in Hollywood. But when he showed up in Chamberton he 
banked over three million. Call it seed money, solely for the 
purpose of fooling his potential investors in the project he’s 
promoting here.” 

“You're sure of that?” Dana asked as she took a swig of 
beer from Quinn’s bottle. 

“Tt would fit the pattern.” Quinn replied. 

“Pattern?” Dana asked. 

“Con men never play straight with anyone. Everywhere 
they go they make it a point to rip people off. For them it’s 
habitual. A way of life.” 

Pulling her legs back from the coffee table and now 
sitting Indian style on Quinn's couch Dana said, “Okay. So 
let’s say you're right. The girl was hired to show the horse to 
increase its value. Then why would Bristow bring her here 
after that scam was over? Why didn’t he just pay her off?” 


“Paranoia,” Quinn replied after another swig of beer. 
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“What do you mean?” 

“Bristow and his associates might have concluded that 
the girl knew too much. It’s possible that somewhere along 
the line she realized that Bristow was out to swindle his 
partners. Or possibly he had plans for her to be part of the 
scam he’s running here in Chamberton. Or both.” 

“Do you think that Bristow killed her?” 

“No. That was not done by Bristow or his associates. 
In fact, that event probably complicated Bristow’s plan here 
in Chamberton. The last thing a con man wants is for any 
undue attention. It’s too difficult to run a scam when your'e 
in the spotlight.” 

“And that leads us to Gegner,” Quinn and Dana both 
stated simultaneously. 

“It was bad enough with the death of the girl. But when 
Gegner showed up and started to raise the question of the 
girl’s identity they really had a problem,” Quinn stated. 

“So, Bristow killed Gegner to shut him up,” Dana stated. 

“Well, somebody killed him. As I already told you, I 
don't see Bristow doing it. I see him as just the front man.” 

“Then who? Dekker or the girl?” 

“Right. Dekker gets my vote. Or possibly, Dekker and 
the girl,” Quinn said. 

Reaching over and taking another ,swig of Quinn’s 
beer Dana said, “There’s something missing here. How did 
Bristow and his group know that Gegner was all over town 
and posing a threat to their operation?” 

“That I don’t know,” Quinn stated. “That’s the missing 
piece in my theory and I need to resolve that to make all the 
pieces fit.” 


Now yawning as she raised her arms in a stretching 
motion Dana asked, “Should we brief Mike on this 
tomorrow?” 

After a moment of contemplation Quinn agreed, “Yeah. 
Okay. We'll give Mike the news on the girl’s real identity. 
Show him that we're making some progress.” 

“But then that will restart the prosecution of Sanchez,” 
Dana advised. 

“No. ll get him to hold off on that.” 

“Good luck with that idea,” Dana, doubtful of that 
possibility, quipped. 

Turning toward Dana, Quinn instructed, “I need 
you to press Sergeant Worther for the results on Dekker’s 
fingerprints. Make sure he follows through on that.” 

“Will do,” Dana replied through another prolonged 
yawn. 

Changing the subject Quinn asked, “Where do you 
want to sleep? Here or up at the house?” 

“ld feelisaterihere, ‘Dana replied. 

Giving her a prolonged stare Quinn stated, “I’m not 
sleeping on this couch.” 

“Well, neither am I.” 

“Well, then. There you go,” Quinn said as he stood up 
and began walking toward the bedroom. 

“Just sleep, Nicky,” Dana called after him. 

“Yeah! Yeah! I know. We have unresolved issues,” Quinn 
replied. 
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Chapter 48 


Michael Callaghan, at his desk, listened intently to 
Quinn's recitation of the evidence uncovered thus far 
regarding the identity of the dead girl, as well as Quinn's 
suspicions with regard to Bristow and his associates. 

“All right. So now we have the true I.D. on the girl, one 
Janet Robertson. And that means that the prosecution of 
Sanchez for her murder can proceed along.” 

“No, Mike. Sanchez didn’t do it,” Quinn disagreed while 
Dana, seated to his right and across from Callaghan, rolled 
her eyes in expectation of Callaghan losing his temper. 

As if right on cue, the District Attorney, leaning across 
his desk in frustration, yelled, “How the hell can you say 
that? We've got all the forensic evidence on the guy. He was 
there at the time of the murder. Even if hedidn't do it as you 
claim, why didn't he report it? No! He ran away. And do you 
know why he ran away from the crime scene? Because he 
killed her!” 

“No. He didn't. The girl was killed by someone else 
because of her involvement with Sanchez. And the reason 


he left the scene was a combination of his personality and 


the fact that he’s not a U.S. citizen.” 

“Bullshit, Nick,” Callaghan thundered. “You can’t argue 
that in court. What other leads do you have?” 

“Nothing concrete yet. But ’m working on that. The 
bottom line is Sanchez had no motive. The girl was actively 
pursuing him. But there were various people who were not 
pleased with his involvement with the girl.” 

“Where are you going with this? A crime of passion? 
Jealous rage?” Callaghan challenged. 

“That’s one possibility,” Quinn replied. 

“What’s that mean?” 

“The other possibility could be business related,” Quinn 
replied. 

“You mean Bristow?” 

“Possibly. But I doubt that. More likely someone else. 
But indirectly tied to the Bristow business.” 

“I dont even know what you're talking about. But ’m 
telling you, Nick. If you’re working one of your bullshit 
theories, which flies in the face of all the evidence that we 
have on Sanchez, you better work fast. And you better be 
right. Because times up on this. Check out today’s edition of 
the Chamberton Press. ’m not only being accused of running 
a corrupt office for not charging Kane in the Gegner murder, 
but also being called lazy for not moving the Sanchez 
prosecution along. And do you know what comes next? By 
next week there will be editorials in that rag calling for a 
referendum to have me removed from office.” 

“No way in hell!” Dana shouted which was followed by 
a moment of silence as both Quinn and Callaghan stared at 


her in surprise. 
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“Well, thank you for your support,” Callaghan told 
Dana. Then he followed that with, “But youre still a lot of 
trouble.” 

ae ok 

Quinn, who had left the Justice Building four hours ago 
with the plan in place for Dana to be chauffeured back to 
the farm later by Kane, was now exercising his second horse. 
Mounted on the chestnut thoroughbred, he put the animal 
through some basic flat work in the ring. Then for a change 
of pace for the horse, as well as the opportunity to allow 
himself some quiet time to think, he took the animal out 
of the farm’s driveway and turned a sharp left entering the 
large sloped field behind the barn. Urging the horse forward 
at a steady trot up the slope, then at the summit slowing 
down to a controlled walk, Quinn mentally ran through 
the chain of evidence. Then, incorporating the possibilities 
as he saw them, he formulated his theories. As horse and 
rider trudged along the tree line at the top of the field, the 
farthest point from the barn, Quinn ticked off the chain of 
events as he determined them. Point number one, Bristow 
and his associates had come to Chamberton to perpetrate 
an enormous con game, effectively bilking the locals for 
millions. Point number two, the girl, posing as his niece, 
was not actively involved in that endeavor. The question 
unanswered was, had she been involved in a previous con 
on the West Coast? Point number three, the untimely death 
of the girl which had set off the chain of events that had 
resulted in Gegner’s murder was either due to jealous rage 
or possibly somehow related to the business Bristow was 


conducting. 


Quinn, at this point, was certain that Bristow and his 
associates were not the girl’s killers. The possibility of a crime 
of passion was foremost. But the business theory could not 
be discounted. And either way, although Felipé Sanchez was 
not, in Quinn's mind, the killer, he was somehow the catalyst 
in the demise of the victim. 

At the midpoint of the tree line Quinn urged his mount 
ahead at a trot. Then, at the farthest corner of the field, he 
turned left on to a flat plateau of tall grass and cueing the 
horse cantered a large figure eight pattern. First right, then 
with a lead change to his left and back again repeating that 
pattern three times, then bringing the horse back down to a 
walk, with a pat of approval on the horse’s neck, he resumed 
his thoughts on the case. 

As the horse and rider, barely visible from the road at 
the opposite side of the vast field, leisurely walked through 
the tall grass as it gently swayed in the light afternoon breeze, 
Quinn turned his thoughts to the more complicated matter 
of the Gegner murder. The initial question was how did 
Gegner become involved with Bristow’s niece? According 
to Lana Bratkowski her daughter had run away at seventeen. 
To Quinn, the answer to that was that Michelle Bratkowski 
had been in the New York area for some time. And, at 
some point, she had gotten involved with Gegner who had 
moved there. But what had happened to the boy Michelle 
had run away with? And more problematic, what had led 
Gegner to determine that Michelle was with Bristow and 
in Chamberton after seven years? Gegner’s motivation to 
confront the real Michelle was obvious, as well as his behavior 


upon discovering that the girl in the morgue was a fraud. But 
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how would Bristow and company actually be aware of what 
Gegner was up to unless he had approached them? And what 
had become of the real Michelle Bratkowski? Had Bristow 
just plucked a variation of his niece’s name out of thin air for 
the purpose of providing a false identity for Janet Robertson? 
And what about Leon Dekker, the business manager? While 
Bristow, to Quinn’s reasoning, was the front man, Dekker 
could possibly be the brains behind the scam. So who was he 
really? Hopefully data on his fingerprints would provide an 
answer to that question. 

As Quinn turned the horse back toward the farm, the 
reins low and loose as the animal plodded along, Quinn gave 
thought to the certainty that while Bristow and company 
were definitely guilty of fraud, the unanswered question was 
how had Gegner’s appearance in Chamberton become such 
a dire threat to warrant such extreme violence? Aside from 
the fact that Gegner knew the deceased girl was a fraud, 
what else did he know? 

And then there was the final issue. Who had run him 
and Dana off the road the other night? Obviously that was 
an effort to disrupt their investigation. But how would they 
know of their trip to Jersey? Quinn had given the scant 
description of the one truck to the Chamberton Police but 
no results popped on that yet. 

As horse and rider turned right and walked the twenty 
yards to the farm’s driveway, after a brief stop at the road’s 
edge to check for oncoming traffic, Quinn, gently patting 
the horse’s neck, said to himself, “Mike’s right. It’s getting 
late in the game and Id better start coming up with some 


answers.” 
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Alex Tate, ‘disconnecting from the nerve wracking 
phone call he had initiated, leaned over his desk and began 
to massage his scalp. Frustrated with Callaghan’s testy 
rebuke to his latest request to move along with the Sanchez 
prosecution, Tate had stormed back to his office, pen in his 
right hand, clicking at a furious pace. Then, after slamming 
his office door shut, placed the phone call. That endeavor 
only resulted in more unpleasantness which had consisted 
of the person on the line shouting obscenities at him like it 
was his fault that Sanchez wasn't already tried, convicted and 
sentenced to death row. That and the veiled suggestion of 
possible violence if the person on the phone didn't see results 
soon had left Tate completely unnerved. He had betrayed his 
oath of office, supplied confidential information to obstruct 
justice and where was it getting him? He was no longer a 
respected prosecutor. He was an informer. A traitor. And, in 


the end, a common criminal. 
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Chapter 49 


Jen Novak, clad in tight spandex shorts and a white 
t-shirt, paced about in the gym room of the Bristow mansion 
with a perturbed look on her face as she said into her cell 
phone, “What do you mean you're on call?” 

“Nick Quinn asked me to chauffer Dana Miller around 
and keep an eye on her since they were attacked the other 
night on the way back from the Jersey shore. Mostly, I’m 
driving her to and from work.” 

Novak stopping abruptly in the center of the room said, 
“Jersey shore!” Then regaining her train of thought asked, 
“What were they doing there?” 

“Following a lead. Interviewing someone, I guess. I’m 
still on administrative leave while the investigation is going 
on so they can’t discuss anything with me.” 

“So what time do you have to pick her up? It’s almost 
four o'clock now,” Novak testily asked. 

“It varies. Could be around five. Could be later. Look. 
I’m sorry I can't be home right now. Could you get away later 
tonight?” 


“No. Mr. Bristow has a meeting tonight with some of 


iL) USION 


the investors and I have to be there,” Novak slowly replied. 

“How about sometime tomorrow?” Kane eagerly asked. 

“Tm not sure, Frank. I’ll have to get back to you on that,” 
Novak pacing the room again answered. “So you don’t know 
what went on at the Jersey shore?” 

“No. Not really. Just that on the way back two trucks 
ran them off the road. Totaled Dana Miller’s truck,” Kane 
replied. 

“Wow. Well, okay, Frank. PII call you tomorrow,” Novak 
stated then disconnecting the call punched the vinyl backrest 
on one of the weight machines in frustration. 

While Kane and Novak were in conversation on their 
cell phones, Nick Quinn was entering the Chamberton Police 
Building, bypassing the front desk, unaware of the resentful 
glare of Officer Harrison. As he walked to the squad room 
Quinn approached Sergeant Worther at his desk. 

“Worther.” 

“Yes, Mr. Quinn,” the Sergeant replied looking up from 
a stack of paperwork. 

“How’s it going?” 

“Nothing on that truck that ran you and Miller off the 
road yet. And nothing on Dekker’s prints either.” 

“Okay. Keep at it. What I do need is the list of people 
who attended the Bristow cocktail party the night of the 
murder. I believe Kane had you acquire that during the initial 
investigation.” 

“Yes, but that’s tagged as evidence,” Worther replied. 

“Sure. But make me a copy. I need to check the names,” 


Quinn replied. 
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“Okay. Sure, Mr. Quinn,” Worther nonplussed replied. 

Ten minutes later as the Sergeant handed over two sheets 
of paper to Quinn seated at his desk stoically reminiscing 
over his days on the Philadelphia police force, Worther 
asked, “What are you looking for, Mr. Quinn? Chief Kane 
used this to verify that that Sanchez wasn't a guest at the 
party.” 

Scanning the top sheets quickly Quinn replied, “Now, 
I’m just looking to see who actually was in attendance.” 

Still confused, Worther said, “Sanchez has got to be the 
killer. We've got all the forensic evidence to prove that.” 

Glancing up at the Sergeant for a moment Quinn 
explained, “You boys did a good job. Textbook investigation 
all the way.” 

“So, what could be missing?” the confused Sergeant 
asked. 

Slowly shrugging his shoulders, Quinn softly replied, 
“Motivation. Sanchez didn’t have any. The girl was hot and 
heavy after him.” 

Now almost stammering at the dark haired man seated 
before him, Worther stated, “We thought we had everything. 
We never considered that.” 

Rising from his chair to leave, with a sympathetic smile, 
Quinn replied, “Dont worry, Fred. You did have everything 
else. It happens sometimes.” 

Jen Novak nervously paced back and forth in the study 
while relating the details of her conversation with Frank 
Kane several hours earlier. 


At the end of her revelations Dekker, perched on a chair, 


said, “All right. That’s it! Miller and that guy she works with 
are getting too close.” 

“Close to what?” the old man seated behind the desk 
innocently inquired. 

Wheeling to her right, now facing Roger Bristow, 
Novak almost shouting said, “For God’s sake, Roger. What 
don't you understand? They went to the Jersey shore. Atlantic 
City! Ventnor! They’re investigating you.” 

“But that was so long ago. What could they learn?” 

“They could have learned a lot if they found the right 
person,” Novak heatedly replied. 

Slowly realizing the implication the old man, eyes now 
widening, exclaimed, “Lana.” 

“We've got to cut and run,” Dekker stated. 

“Not so fast. What about the new guy? What’s his 
name?” 

“Walker. Ryan Walker. He was supposed to get back to 
me yesterday after he talked to the lawyer who manages his 
trust fund. Nothing yet.” 

Pacing back and forth in the study Novak said, “Contact 
him again tomorrow. See if we can get that money.” 

“We need to leave now!” Dekker pressed. 

Quickly turning toward the man Novak practically with 
bared teeth said, “I want the money, Leon! Get it!” 

Two hours later, Nick Quinn, sitting in his apartment, 
once again scanned down the list of names in attendance 
at the Bristow cocktail party weeks before. Then taking a 
red pen circled two as he said to himself, “Well! Well! Very 


convenient. You both had a motive. And you were both at the 
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scene of the crime prior to the murder. How difficult could 
it have been for you to slip away from the crowd? Work your 
way down to the pool house and spike the champagne? The 
question now is, did you really do that to kill the girl or did 


you just want to derail her rendezvous with Sanchez?” 


Chapter 50 


Dana had spent the remainder of the day in her office 
revisiting all the accumulated evidence thus far on both 
murders. She had also been keeping a file on Nick Quinn's 
theories regarding the crimes. Now, noting the time at 
five twenty p.m., Dana placed the call to Frank Kane, her 
chauffer/bodyguard, to pick her up at the Justice Building. 
That plan entailed Kane, technically still under investigation 
and not permitted in the Justice Building, to call her back 
when he had arrived at the parking lot. 

Sitting back from her desk Dana, for probably the 
hundredth time, mentally reviewed the chain of events of 
both murders, incorporating Quinn’s suspicions and theories. 
While she could see the validity as well as the possibilities 
of Quinn’s reasoning, the fact remained that so far most of 
the investigation was comprised of supposition. With no 
hard facts there was no justification to arrest anyone. And no 
prosecution to pursue in court. 

Those deliberations concluded, Dana switched mental 
gears to her personal dilemma, her relationship with Nick 


Quinn. She had gotten what she had told Susan Callaghan 
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that she wanted. She and Nick were now involved in a case. 
Though he had complained at the outset that he was only 
involved because he owed too many favors, Nick was no 
longer just drifting along in life. Now he was energized, 
totally absorbed in finding the culprits of the two crimes. 
Now he was exhibiting his full potential. He was being the 
man she wanted him to be. But was that reality? And was 
she being fair to Nick? 

Months prior, in a moment of frustration, she had 
researched his record as a detective in Philadelphia. And 
that had been exactly as she had been told. It was all 
there in black and white. ‘The arrests. The convictions. The 
meritorious citations. The rapid promotions. The notoriety 
in the press. Then, the tragic end, followed by involuntary 
disability. Susan was right. He'd had enough and as a matter 
of self-preservation needed to become a different person. If 
that was the case, was it fair on her part to try to change him 
back into someone he no longer wanted to be? And could 
she come to terms with Nick Quinn as he now wanted to be? 
Despite the fact that she had steadfastly refused to resume 
an intimate relationship with him, due to his concerns for 
her safety, they were once again under the same roof, as well 
as in the same bed at night which was a complication. Dana 
new that she loved the man. And, at times, like the incident 
at that horrible town upstate, he seemed to indicate his 
feelings were the same toward her. But Dana also feared that 
at the conclusion of this case, when things had settled down, 
Nick Quinn would fall right back into the same behavior, 
drifting along with no cognizant thoughts or plans for a 
future for himself or a life with her. And that, Dana knew 


with certainty, was not going to be enough for her. 

At the ring’ of her cell phone and Frank Kane’s 
announcement that he had arrived, she grabbed her purse, 
laptop and briefcase and proceeded from her office, only to 
stop in midstride by the ringing of her desk phone. Turning 
back to her desk and answering the call, she slowly placed 
the aforementioned items back on the desk as she tried to 
decipher what the deep voice on the line was saying. 

“This he’ah District Attorney Miller?” the voice asked. 

“Yes,” Dana replied. 

“This he’ah’s Chester T. Ladmo up he’ah in Friendship 
Springs, Pennsylvania. Ya'll ‘member me, right?” 

“Yes, Chief Ladmo. I remember,” Dana sighed. 

“Well, ah need ta git ta holda that tricky guy ya'll work 
with. That Quinn fella.” 

Rolling her eyes in frustration with the unpleasant 
memory of her brief visit to Friendship Springs, Dana asked, 
“With regard to what, Chief Ladmo?” 

“Well, ah got somethin’ for ya'll. Magnt help ya’ll find 
the sumbitch killed Bubba,” the deep voice said. 

“What would that ber” 

“Well, ah’ll tell ya. Come across a picture from that 
newspaper down your way. The Chamberton Press. Found 
that among Bubba's personal effects. Gotta picture a that girl 
he was after and a bunch a other folks. He musta been laak 
an old birddog on the hunt to find that gal. Anyhow, ah’ll 
mail it ta ya if ya'll want it?” 

“Sure, Chief. But why don’t you just scan it and email it 
to my office?” Dana suggested. 

After a moment’s silence, the deep voice responded, “Ah 
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don’t do nunna that email stuff, missy. Ah jest keep the peace 
up he’ah and bust heads when necessary. Ya’ll understand? 

“Yes, Chief. I do,” Dana shaking her head in resignation 
replied. 

“Ah’ll hafta git ma gal, Lucy, ta take care a that for ya'll.” 

“That’s fine, Chief. You do that.” 

“Sho nuf. Now ya'll tell that Quinn fella that ah got him 
figured for a mean sumbitch. Ya'll tell ‘im to git to it.” 

“Will do, Chief,” Dana still shaking her head replied as 
she hung up. 

At the sound of the vehicle entering the driveway, Nick, 
who had been straightening up the barn after turning the 
horses out to the fields for the night, walked out to greet 
Dana along with Frank Kane behind the wheel of the rental 
car. 

“You're late,” Quinn stated. 

“Had to stop for groceries, Nick,” Dana replied while 
taking several shopping bags from the back seat. Kane, now 
out of the car eager to help, said,” I'll take those up, Ms. 
Miller. You've got your own things to deal with.” 

Gratefully, Dana handed over the food items to the tall 
Police Chief. Then while retrieving her purse, laptop and 
briefcase said to Quinn, “I had a call just before I left the 
office from your new buddy.” 

“Who would that be?” a skeptical Quinn asked. 

“Your buddy, Chief Chester T. Ladmo.” 

“What did he want?” 

“Something about a newspaper photo he found among 


Gegner’s personal effects which probably meant junk,” Dana 
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explained. 

“Who's in the picture?” 

“Apparently, Michelle Norris. The picture was on a page 
of the Chamberton Press. Ladmo thinks that’s how Gegner 
was able to track her down.” 

Giving that a moment’s thought, Quinn stated, “That 
doesn't quite add up. If the picture is from the paper, and of 
Michelle Norris, it would really be the other girl.” 

“I know. I didn’t get it either. Anyway, he’s supposed to 
get somebody to scan it then email it to me. So, we'll have a 
picture of the wrong girl who, as Gegner insisted, couldn't be 
the real Michelle Norris because she doesn’t have the tattoo 
on her back.” 

“Dont forget the other thing,” came the voice from the 
stairwell to Quinn’s apartment. 

Turning toward the entrance just as Kane appeared 
from the doorway Dana asked, “What other thing?” 

“The other thing you told me he told you.” At a loss 
as to what Kane was referring to Dana asked, “What other 
thing did he tell me that I told you?” 

Kane, somewhat self-consciously explained, “When I 
interviewed you right after Gegner showed up at your office 
you told me about his accusations about the tattoo. And you 
also told me he made a comment that the real Michelle was 
afraid of water and would never go near a pool.” 

After a moment of thought Dana said, “Oh yeah. He 
did say that. Guess I forgot.” 

Ten minutes later, as Kane in the rental car pulled out of 
the driveway and Dana had gone to the apartment to change 


out of her work clothes and start dinner, Nick Quinn, once 
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again back in the barn methodically sweeping strands of 
hay and straw from the center aisle into the line of stalls, 
was in deep thought. What had he seen recently that was 
very odd and involved a large body of water? Something 
inconsequential at the time. But now, though buried in the 
recesses of his memory, possibly important. Reaching the 
end of the barn’s center aisle, Quinn, broom in hand, walked 
back toward the main door thinking to himself as he stepped 
out into the fading evening light, what the hell was it? What 
did I see that looked so damn odd? 
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Chapter 51 


Slowly traveling along St. John’s Road in the dead of 
night, the dark blue, four-door pickup came to a stop then 
pulled off the road and parked in the field partially hidden 
among the line of trees. The driver, a tall, heavy set man in 
his late forties wearing a baseball cap over his curly gray hair, 
shut off the engine while instructing his two passengers, 
“That’s it down at the other end of the field. Let’s go. And 
be quiet about it.” 

As the driver and his two companions got out of the 
vehicle a tall, thin man with unkempt black hair and sporting 
a goatee asked, “Are you sure there’s no horses in the barn?” 

“T already told you, Floyd. They put them out in the 
fields at night this time of the year,” the driver whispered. 

“T just don’t want to deal with killing animals,” the man 
replied. 

A third man trudging along through the high grass and 
uneven footing of the field asked, “If there’s no horses in the 
barn why don’t we just torch the place? That would be faster.” 

Giving him a sour look, unseen in the pitch black field, 


the driver explained, “This is farm country. Barn burnings are 
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too big a deal. Everybody in the damn county would be in an 
uproar over that.” 

“Yeah. Okay. But screwing up the electric to burn down 
the barn gets too involved.” 

Becoming irritated at his two companions the driver 
also stumbling along replied, “Well, we gotta do something. 
Running them off the road didn’t work. So, we gotta slow 
‘em down another way. The boss told me that if that Mexican 
doesn't go to trial we’re gonna lose the whole construction 
project. No job! No work for us! Now shut the hell up, both 
of you. We're getting close. And when we get to the barn you 
know what to do.” 

a 

Dana, reluctantly roused from a sound sleep by a 
persistent beeping noise somewhere in the dark bedroom, 
rolled to her right in the bed to nudge Nick to consciousness, 
only to discover that he wasn't there. 

Grasping at the space where he should have been and 
now baffled, she attempted to turn on the bedside light only 
to realize that it wouldn't work. Then looking up at a corner 
of the bedroom wall she spotted a small red dot flashing 
intermittently with each beeping sound. Sliding out of bed 
then, with a certain amount of disorientation, locating a pair 
of jeans to put on Dana stumbled her way through the rooms 
of the apartment in search of Quinn. 

we ok 

Now on the property and having entered the barn, the 
man in the baseball cap located and shut off all the switches 
on the main electric panel. Pulling a pair of bolt cutters from 


a satchel, his next task was to cut and reconnect every wire 
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he could find to insure a short at the flick of a light switch. 
That would result’in an electrical fire. His two culprits, in 
their task of lethal mischief, armed with pipe wrenches 
and flashlights, were now moving along the row of stalls to 
dismantle all the pipes and faucets they could find, cutting 
off the water supply to the barn. 

Dana, unable to find Quinn in the apartment, and 
growing worried, slowly worked her way down the steps 
and cautiously opened the door. Seeing nothing in the pitch 
black driveway she stepped out while peering left and right. 
Growing tense and uncertain of what was going on and 
wondering where Nick was, she slowly moved toward the 
silhouetted structure of the barn. Entering the tack room 
she whispered into the dark, “Nick! Nick!” Then receiving no 
reply walked out the door and headed toward the main door 
of the barn. 

Floyd, the tall man with the black goatee, having reached 
the spigot of the last stall at the end of the barn asked the 
gray haired man who was off to his right in the center of the 
building, “Are you almost done with the light switches?” 

“Two more to go,” the man preoccupied with his task 
whispered back. Then out of the darkness of the outer wall in 
front of which stood two pallets of stacked hay bales a voice 
said, “I think you missed one.” 

Irritated at what he thought was his accomplice’s 
comment, the gray haired man said, “No. I didn’t.” Then, 
realizing that the voice had come from someone other than 


Floyd, said, “What the...?” as he turned toward the hay 
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bales and was immediately hit squarely in the chest by a 
man swinging a crowbar. Spinning around to his right, the 
gray haired man fell into an open stall while emitting a loud 
groan from the impact. Floyd, the man with the goatee, 
realizing what had just taken place, dropped his wrench and 
attempted to run out of the side door of the building, only 
to be brought up short by Junior standing in the doorway 
pointing a machete at him. “You tryin’ to mess with my 
horses, gringo? Me and my little friend here gonna cutoff 
your chorizo,” Junior stated while moving toward the man. 

“You better back up to the wall and put your hands on 
top of your head. He means it,” Quinn instructed. 

Hearing scuffing noises from the far end of the barn 
the third intruder coming out from a stall tried to run out of 
the main entrance to escape, only to run into Dana who had 
just entered the building and promptly kicked him in the 
groin. Then, as he doubled over, she pushed his head into the 
solid oak door of the stall rendering him unconscious. 

After being pulled out of the stall where he then sagged 
to a sitting position his back against the wall the gray haired 
man asked, “Who are your” 

As the dazed man began to look up at Quinn in defeat, 
the old woman in a blue robe, white pajama pants, argyle 
socks, and large pink slippers on her feet, topped off with a 
blue beret on her head, shuffled flat and duck footed into the 
barn’s side door carrying an unopened bottle of champagne 
asking, “Nicky, do you think we should order more bubbly 
for the party?” Then noticing the man with the black hair 
and goatee against the wall said, “Oh. Count Rudolpho! So 


good of you to come. I’ve missed you since my last trip to 
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Monaco.” 

With that the gray haired man, now more conscious, 
blurted out, “Who's that old bag?” 

Turning toward the man still sitting on the floor, Nettie 
Walker snapped, “The help is here to serve, not chatter 
away. You're being impertinent!” And then to emphasize her 
statement, she clunked the champagne bottle on the man’s 
head causing him to yell, “Agh!” Then hearing the sound of 
the approaching police cruiser’s siren on St. John’s Road, 
Nettie turning to Nick said, “Ah. Good. The orchestra is 
heres 

As the police vehicle turned into the driveway Nettie 
Walker turned her attention to the man with the goatee 
again asking, “Count Rudolpho, did you see me on the cover 
of Paris Match last month” 

As Dana walked along the barn’s center aisle toward 
Quinn and the others, she was overtaken and bypassed by 
two Chamberton police officers, who upon coming to the 
group assembled at the end of the aisle and then noticing 
Junior still pointing his machete, quickly drew their guns as 
the lead officer in a firing stance ordered, “Drop the knife or 
Pll shoot you.” 

Quinn, in a quick, disdainful response, explained, “Not 
him, Thornton. He’s with me. Collar the other three.” 

“There’s another one in a stall down the aisle,” Quinn 
explained, then asked Dana who by now had joined the 
group, “He’s not dead, is he?” 

“No. Just sleeping soundly,” Dana replied. 


* OK OK 


An hour later after the two police cruisers had left the 
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farm, transporting the would be arsonists first to the hospital 
and then to the Chamberton police building, Dana had 
gotten Nettie back to her house and settled in for the night 
while Quinn and Junior assessed the damage inflicted to the 
electric and water pipes in the barn. 

Junior, walking down the center aisle toward Quinn, 
said, “Patron. I can fix the spigots at daylight, ‘fore we bring 
in the horses.” 

“Good. And I'll get an electrician out here first thing in 
the morning. In the meantime, no lights,” Quinn instructed. 

“Si, Patron,” Junior agreed then said, “You know, Patron, 
I love this country. But Madre Dios! I hate bein’ profiled all 
atime,” 

Grimacing at that sad reality Quinn said, “Yeah. If it’s 
any consolation, my great grandfather got treated the same 
way when he came over from Ireland. He had to join the 
army and fight in a war so he could become a citizen. That 
was the deal back then.” 

“Madre Dios, Patron. Did he get through it?” Junior 
asked. 

“Got shot in the leg. But he survived then got his papers 
a year after the war ended.” 

“Damn, Patron. I should join the army,” 

“No, Junior. After this case, ’m going to collect on a 
favor and get you a green card.” 

“Lotta favors goin’ on. I already owe you for Felipé,” 
Junior stated. 


“Yeah. And I owe you, too. It’s the American way,” 


Quinn replied. 


Chapter 52 


By midmorning the following day, the failed arsonists 
had been interrogated at the police station and identified as 
employees of Dan Roman's construction company. The gray 
haired man, Chuck Walfor, who worked as a crew foreman, 
steadfastly refused to talk. The man with the black goatee, 
Floyd McMahan, however divulged that the foreman had 
recruited him to not only burn the barn at Walker’s Way 
but also to run Nick and Dana off the road for the purpose 
of thwarting any investigation. With that admission, Quinn 
had Dana obtain a search warrant to investigate Roman's 
construction yard which produced the flatbed truck with the 
damaged rear mud flap. 

By midafternoon, Dan Roman, accompanied by 
his lawyer, had been summoned to the police station for 
questioning. 

Roman remained silent throughout the interview process 
though his legal representation did admit that he might have 
mentioned to his foreman that the construction company’s 
jobs would be in jeopardy if the Bristow project were to be 
lost. But he vehemently denied that he had given any direct 
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order to his employees to obstruct the investigation. 

After two hours of legal jousting between Quinn and 
Dana with Roman’s lawyer, Roman, all outrage and bombast, 
was permitted to leave the building. 

Quinn and Dana now in the Police Chief’s office on 
a speaker phone with the District Attorney provided an 
update to Mike Callaghan. 

“We really don't have anything to directly tie Roman to 
the crimes. And it’s highly unlikely that his men are going to 
flip on him,” Dana stated. 

“You're right,” Callaghan agreed. The deal was probably 
already in place when he walked into the police station. 
They'll take the fall and do the time. And Roman will keep 
them on the payroll and take care of their families until they 
get out of prison.” 

“But we know he gave the order,” Dana in frustration 
added. 

“Sure, he did. But he kept his own hands clean. That’s 
the way it goes,” Callaghan explained. 

Quinn, who up to this point had been silent, spoke up. 
“Maybe, then again, maybe not.” 

“What’s that mean?” Callaghan asked. 

“Somehow Roman had access to what Dana and I were 
up to, possibly on a day to day basis. Find the mole and the 
trail could lead back to Roman.” 

“You think we have a mole in the police department?” a 
surprised Dana asked. 

“The department or the D.A.’s office,” Quinn replied. 

After a moment Callaghan concurred. “He might be 
right. That’s the only way your itinerary could have been 
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divulged.” 

At the soft knock on the office door, Sergeant Worther, 
leaning into the room, announced, “We’ve got a hit on those 
fingerprints, Mr. Quinn.” 

“Mike. We'll get back to you,” Quinn announced to the 
District Attorney. Then motioning to Dana said, “Let’s go 
see who Leon Dekker is.” 

Thirty minutes later, Quinn, who had reviewed the rap 
sheet, handed it over to Dana while saying, “Very interesting. 
Leon Dekker doesn’t exist. But Lenny Dilisi has quite an 
interesting bio. Grand theft auto at the age of seventeen in 
Atlantic City. Skipped out on probation. Wanted in New 
York City for more of the same. Disappeared before the 
local police could arrest him. Named as a member of a gang 
suspected of multiple high priced vehicle thefts. Warrant out 
on him in Ohio. Same reason. Another warrant for more 
of the same in Omaha, Nebraska. Seems to have switched 
gears as he moved west. Here’s a warrant issued in Tucson, 
Arizona. Proprietor of several appliance stores, accused of 
receiving and then selling stolen goods.” Turning toward 
Dana with a satisfied smile on his face Quinn added, “By 
Arizona he had become Leon Dekker.” 

Scanning the long sheet in front of her Dana said, 
“Time for Lenny slash Leon to be arrested in Pennsylvania.” 

“Not just yet,” Quinn answered. 

“Why not?” 

“Let me see if I can make a connection with the New 
York P.D. and get a little more background on that car theft 
operation.” 


“Why bother? We've got plenty here to arrest him,” 
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Dana argued. 
“Sure we do. But that’s not the big picture. Just let me 
make some phone calls.” 


* %K OK 


Three and a half hours later, after a series of phone calls 
back and forth with Lt. Neal Jasper in Philadelphia, who as 
it happened had a solid connection with a police detective in 
New York City, Quinn, Dana and Mike Callaghan convened 
in the District Attorney’s office where Nick Quinn held forth 
on the life and times of one Len Dilisi, aka Leon Dekker. 

“Okay. What more do you have on Dekker, or Dilisi or 
whoever this guy is?” Callaghan intently leaning on his desk 
asked. 

Quinn, along with Dana seated opposite the District 
Attorney, glanced at the sheaf of papers in his hand then 
said, “First off, your office owes Neal Jasper in Philly two 
bottles of Johnny Walker Black.” 

“What for?” Callaghan asked. 

“Professional courtesy.” 

“Jasper wants two bottles of Johnny Walker?” an 
incredulous Callaghan asked. 

“Well, one for him. The other is for his contact, Inspector 
Bruce Hallowell, from the New York City P.D.” 

Giving up, waving an arm at Quinn, Callaghan 
grudgingly replied, “Whatever. Now give me the facts.” 

Continuing on, Quinn said, “Okay. We have the story 
on Dekker or, as we now know, Dilisi. I played a hunch and 
took it further. Dilisi started boosting high end vehicles 
when he was about seventeen. Got caught. Got basically a 


slap on the wrist by some judge in Atlantic City. Skipped out 
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on that. Then surfaced in New York. But more ambitious, 
stealing high end vehicles and reselling them in Europe. 
But here’s the reason I had Jasper connect with New York 
P.D. Dekker had a partner as well as a crew. When the cops 
tracked them down Dekker and his partner got away. But 
three members of his crew were arrested and did time. One 
member of the gang, a guy named Larry Fritsch, provided 
a lot of information to make a deal for a lighter sentence. 
And one piece of information that came to light was that 
Dekker’s partner was a girl. At the time, about eight years 
ago, she would have been about twenty-two. Apparently she 
had come to New York with Dekker and not only was from 
the Atlantic City area, but also had red hair and went by the 
name of Mick.” 

Pausing for a moment, while his narrative was pondered 
by the District Attorney, Quinn, then sensing no reaction 
from Callaghan, said, “Red hair. Atlantic City area. Mick! In 
other words, Michelle Bratkowski, Bristow’s actual niece!” 

Frowning at Quinn and Dana, Callaghan said, “You 
mean we're back to the girl again?” 

“Exactly!” Quinn replied then continued on. “According 
to Larry Fritsch, Dekker ran the financial side of the operation 
and the girl ran the day to day business of car theft. And 
when the New York police busted the operation they were 
fairly certain that Dekker and the girl split up, initially going 
separate ways to avoid capture.” 

“So, where are you going with this?” Callaghan, growing 
impatient, asked. 

“Thirteen months later the New York P.D., on a tip, 
tracked down this Mick in Northern Jersey. Hackensack to 
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be exact. But they were too late. The girl by then was long 
gone, as well as the guy she had been living with. And that 
was Barry Gegner.” 

“So, you think Gegner was part of Dekker’s gang of car 
thieves?” Callaghan asked. 

“Possibly. Or, this Mick person used him for cover. Then, 
after a while, reunited with Dekker, cleaning out Gegner’s 
bank account in the process.” 

“But we have no prints or priors on this girl?” 

“Nothing,” Quinn answered. 

“But you feel that this information validates Gegner’s 
actions?” 

“Yes,” Quinn answered. 

“So then where the hell is the girl?” 

“We don't know yet. But the pieces are starting to fit. 
Bristow and Dekker had big secrets that needed to stay that 
way. Gegner showing up was screwing up their business. The 
extreme act of killing Gegner was off script for a con artist 
but there was a lot of money in play. And the people involved 
certainly would know how to steal Kane’s vehicle to frame 
him for the murder and effectively get him out of the way,” 
Quinn explained. 

Callaghan shifting in his chair, growing impatient, said, 
“Okay. So, Dekker and the girl have been working their 
way west for several years, running cons and car thefts and 
somehow avoiding capture.” 

“And accumulating money along the way,” Dana 
interjected. 

“Okay. I get that. But then they hook up with Bristow?” 

“That’s correct. And that’s when they transitioned from 


blue collar crime'to white collar. They were perpetrating the 
big con. For big money,” Dana explained. 

“Bristow wasn't a high roller in Hollywood. But he knew 
his fair share of wealthy people. With his connections and 
the acquisition of a horse that could be passed off as having 
Grand Prix potential, the opportunity to take on investors 
was doable,” Quinn added. 

“All right. And that’s where the other girl came into 
play,” Callaghan stated. 

“Correct. They needed someone to work with the horse. 
To ride him in shows on the West Coast. Basically give the 
appearance of increasing his market value,” Quinn explained. 

“So, who killed her?” Callaghan abruptly asked. 

“That’s a separate situation. And it was brought on by 
her involvement with Sanchez.” 

“Do you have suspects?” Callaghan asked. 

“Yes. A couple. Both with the means and the motive,” 
Quinn answered. “But right now the Gegner murder takes 
precedence. There’s a lot of money involved with that one.” 

“Why don’t we just bring in Dekker and Bristow?” 

“All we've got them for right now is the con game 
they’re running. We can't prove they murdered Gegner,” 
Dana advised. 

“Mike. I know we're cutting it close. But as of today I’m 
pretty sure you've got Roman off your back. He’s got his own 
troubles now. Give me forty eight hours,” Quinn requested. 

Thinking that over for a few minutes Callaghan 
somewhat reluctantly agreed. “Forty eight hours. No more. 
If what you just told me is accurate I don't want these people 


to get away. They seem to have a knack for evading capture.” 
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* OK OK 


Four hours later Alex Tate, by now a nervous wreck from 
his meeting with the District Attorney and the knowledge 
he had acquired, placed a hurried phone call. At the fourth 
ring the man’s voice, obviously irritated, came on the line. 

“Roman. What is it?” : 

“Mr. Roman, it’s Alex Tate.” 

“Yeah. What do you want, Tate?” the man asked. 

“Mr. Roman. I was in Callaghan’s office today. This 
afternoon. There’s something you need to know.” 

“Yeah. Yeah. So, what do I need to know, Tate? Spit it 
out,” the big man in a foul mood and raised voice asked. 

“Mr. Roman, I found out that Miller and Quinn 
have discovered that Leon Dekker has a rap sheet. He’s a 
professional thief and con man. He’s wanted in at least four 
states.” 

The dead silence for the several minutes that followed 
was so ominous that Tate’s hand began to tremble from his 
fear at being the messenger who had brought the bad news. 

Then a gravelly voice, ripe with menace and hatred, said, 
“Are you sure about this, Tate?” 

Stumbling over his own words, Tate managed to reply, 
“That’s what Callaghan told me. I, I thought I'd better let 
you know. I’m sorry to bring you...” 

At that point Tate realized that the phone line had gone 
dead. 

In increasing panic, Tate managed to dial another 
number. Willing the ringing phone to be answered, he knew 
now he had made all the wrong moves. He had allowed his 


blind ambition and his lifelong frustration to lead him down 


a dangerous path. And now he needed help. As the number 
he had dialed continued to ring Tate’s overwhelming thought 
was that he had to get help. He needed the old man to step 
in and save his career, as well as his life. 


At the eighth ring a soft voice answered, “Conawell.” 
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Chapter 53 


Quinn, after turning out the horses for the night with 
Junior’s assistance, trudged up the steps to his apartment. 
Dana, finishing her phone call with Clark Stefanik, was 
saying, “Excellent, Clark. You got them all then. No. I don’t 
recognize the names either. Obviously not movie stars. Yeah. 
Probably just people he knew who worked in the business. 
If you could get some background on them that would help. 
Then we'll go from there. One of them or possibly all of 
them might have filed a complaint with the L.A.P.D. after 
Bristow skipped town. Okay. Thanks, Clark.” ol 

Entering the living room as Dana, phone in hand and 
pacing back and forth, disconnected the call, Quinn asked, 
“So, he found the investors?” . 

“All four. Now he’s going to pursue their background so 
we ll know what we're dealing with when we contact them.” 

“Good!” Quinn replied. 

“Is Junior still sleeping in the tack room?” Dana asked. 

“Yeah. Until everything is resolved.” 

“Do you really think that’s necessary? We've got the 
security system. That worked last night. Roman’s not going 
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to attempt anything now.” 

“Yeah. I know. But Junior insisted. He’s a good man.” 

“Should we feed him some dinner?” 

“Not necessary. His girlfriend, Rosita, brings him food 
every day.” 

Moving toward the kitchen area Dana quipped, “What 
would you men do without us?” 

“Order take out,” Quinn countered then ducked as 
Dana tossed a kitchen towel at his head. 

An hour and a half later as the two sat back from the 
dinner table with Quinn commenting, “Excellent.” Dana 
countered with, “Yes. I’m the complete woman. Extremely 
attractive. High profile career. Fantastic domestic skills. 
Who wouldn't want me?” 

Quinn, taking the cue, played along, “Who wouldn't?” 

Giving him a momentary glare, then deciding to let that 
topic go, Dana, switching gears said, “Okay. Back on point. 
What do we have so far? And what’s next?” 
Realizing that he had just dodged a conversational 
‘Ballet, Quinn launched into a summary of facts on the 
Gegner murder case. “Okay. First, Gegner was involved 
with Michelle Bratkowski who was also involved with Leon 
Dekker aka Len Dilisi. And those two were professional 
thieves. Whether Gegner was also involved in that does not 
really matter. Bottom line is that Michelle used Gegner to 
hide from the New York P.D. when their car theft operation 
got busted. Then, before reuniting with Leon, ripped Gegner 
off for about fifteen or sixteen thousand. That explains 
Gegner’s motivation to track her down. 

Second, Dekker and Michelle, over a five or six year 
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period, worked their way across the country stealing cars 
and running scams until they eventually got to the West 
Coast. Then seeing the potential for a big score latched on to 
Michelle’s Uncle Roger to act as the front man, probably to 
recruit people he knew in Hollywood to become investors in 
the so-called Grand Prix horse. That necessitated the hiring 
of Janet Robertson, an actual equestrian, who then took on 
the identity of the niece, Michelle.” 

“A very neat package,” Dana agreed. 

“Yes. Very well planned. ‘The only glitch apparently was 
that after they ran that scam they probably realized that 
Janet knew too much about their operation. That forced 
them to bring her along to Pennsylvania. Then things got 
out of control. The girl gets involved with Sanchez. Then gets 
murdered. And that presents them with a big problem. Too 
much visibility. A major obstacle when youre trying to run a 
con game. Then things go from bad to worse. Gegner shows 
up. And apparently knows too much.” 

“And we know what happened after that,” Dana chimed 
in. 

“Right!” Quinn replied. Then after a sip of beer 
continued on to the unanswered question. “Now how did 
Bristow and company find out about Gegner being in 
town? Did he contact them to possibly shake them down 
for money? Or some other way? And another question, why 
the extreme reaction? Killing Gegner? That, based on my 
experience, is totally out of character for a con artist. Since 
the girl in the morgue is actually Janet Robertson, where 
is the real Michelle Bratkowski? And finally, how did the 


Bristow group know that Kane had become suspicious about 


the dead girl’s identity? So much so, that he was viewed as a 
major threat. Killing Gegner was extreme. Framing Kane for 
the murder was incredibly devious.” 

“Which brings us to tomorrow. What’s on our agenda?” 
Dana asked. 

While suppressing a yawn, Quinn said, “You work with 
Stefanik. Get background on the investors in California. See 
if you can set up a conference call with one or two of them. 
We need any information we can get, particularly how much 
they invested in the horse. More than likely they lost their 
money. That’s how Bristow came to Chamberton with a 
little over three million to start the con game. Probably a big 
chunk of that money was from the California investors. And 
I-need to talk to Kane and Worther. I need to know how 
extensive their search for Gegner was after he disappeared 
from your office. How many people in town were aware of 
Gegner?” He 

“We're going to have to work fast. Mike only gave us 
forty-eight hours,” Dana surmised. 

Scowling at that statement, Quinn replied, “Forget 
that. The real issue is the Bristow group. Based on their 
track record they could cut and run at any time. Dekker left 
me two messages today. Me, being Ryan Walker, potential 
investor. He’s looking to close the deal and reel in one more 
pigeon. I’m going to call him back tomorrow and tell him 
that I’m in the process of acquiring the funds from my trust 
manager. See if I can stall him off for a few days.” 

“Now who's devious?” Dana commented. 

Three hours later the two lay together in the pitch 


black bedroom. Quinn, on his side, was once again trying to 
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remember what he had heard or seen that entailed water and 
seemed odd to him. Dana to his left in the bed, so close, but 
then again so far away, still maintained her hands off status 
while they had unresolved issues, even though Quinn knew 
full well that in the morning he would wake up with Dana's 
leg or arm or both draped over him. 

Quinn, giving up on the water issue, looked at the 
curved body next to him in the dark and whispered, “Good 
night, Dana.” 

Stirring at the sound of his voice, Dana, in a sleepy 
whisper, replied, “Good night, Nicky.” Then several minutes 
later said, “I forgot. Chief Ladmo finally sent the newspaper 
picture. It’s just a picture of Bristow and his people with 
Roman and some other investors. At the top of it, written in 
red ink, is the name Michelle Bratkowski. Gegner must have 
written that. Doesn't make sense.” 

‘Twenty minutes later, as Dana had drifted off to sleep, 
Quinn bolted straight up to a sitting position while saying, 
“Son of a bitch!” Then, turning on the bedroom light and 
grabbing Dana by the arm, proceeded to pull her out of the 
bed. 

“What? What's wrong?” Dana not fully conscious asked 
as she was pulled to a wobbly standing position next to the 
bed. 

“Come on. I need you to pull up that picture on your 
laptop,” Quinn explained as he hurried down the dark 
hallway leading her along. Dana, still disoriented, proceeded 
to bump into the hallway wall, initially saying “Ouch,” which 
was followed by, “Why the hell do we have to do this now?” 

Nick, guiding her to the coffee table in the living room 


sat her on the mae while saying, “Because it’s right there in 
front of us. Just turn on the laptop and pull up that picture.” 

Dana, still too groggy to be livid over the situation, 
followed instructions pulling up the picture. Then slumping 
back on the couch said, “Nick. You're a pain in the ass.” 

Quinn leaning close to the screen for several minutes 
finally said, “That’s it. That’s her.” 

“Who?” Dana, eyes closed, mumbled. 

“Michelle Bratkowski,” Quinn replied, indicating the 
face below the name, at which point Dana, eyes suddenly 
wide open, bolted forward and stared at the computer screen 
glowing in the darkened living room. 

“Who's that?” she asked. 

“Supposedly, Bristow’s secretary. But look. The name 
in red ink is directly above her head. Gegner wrote it there 
because he recognized her. Then when he got here and 
realized that the girl in the morgue wasn‘ her, he started to 
raise hell. It all fits now,” Quinn explained. 

Staring at the picture for a minute Dana commented, 
“She’s a serious body builder. Look at her arms and shoulders. 
She’s ripped. But do you really think this is enough to prove 
her identity? You might be swimming in the wrong direction 
on this, Nick.” 

Slowing turning toward Dana with a quizzical look 
Quinn said, “That’s it. Thanks.” 

“That’s what?” 

“That’s what I’ve been trying to remember for the last 
two days.” 

“What?” 

“Gegner told you that the real Michelle was afraid of 
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water and wouldn't have gone near the pool.” 

“Yeah. Right,” Dana agreed. 

“Michelle Bratkowski’s mother told us that Michelle’s 
father had drowned at sea. Remember?” 

“Okay.” 

“Well, when I had that meeting with Bristow, we were 
gazing out of the window together while he was talking. 
The window looked out on the pool area. And while he was 
talking to me the girl had been instructed to give a payment 
check to the gardener, who was working alongside the pool. 
I watched her take this dramatic detour. Really going out 
of her way to avoid any proximity to the pool, while she 
attempted to give the guy his check.” 

“So, she has a phobia about large bodies of water?” 

“Correct,” Quinn agreed. Then pointing back to the 
illuminated screen said, “Say hello to Bristow’s niece, Michelle 
Bratkowski. It all fits now. I need you to call Stefanik while 
I call Kane and Mike.” 

“Nowe” Dana asked. 

“Yes. Now,” Quinn replied. 

The door to the gym was suddenly flung open as Leon 
Dekker rushed into the room, rapidly crossing the space 
between himself and Jen Novak, who had just finished a set 
of bench presses. Dekker yelled, “We have to get out of here 
by tomorrow morning.” 

Novak seated on the blue vinyl of the bench with the 
two hundred pound barbell now in a rack behind her toweled 
off her face while asking, “Why?” 


Dekker nervously pacing in front of her explained, “I 


just got a call from Roman. He was drunk. But he made it 
perfectly clear. Miller and that guy know about us. They all 
know now. Roman wants his money back tomorrow morning 
or he’s coming after us. And I’m sure the cops won't be far 
behind him. It’s over.” 

Sliding the towel down the length of her face Novak, 
teeth clenched and eyes blazing with hate, asked, “Do we 
know what this D.A. Miller looks like?” 

In the middle of the night the old man in his spacious 
bedroom on the second floor of the rented mansion carefully 
packed the two suitcases lying open across the canopy bed. 
Admiring each article of clothing that he had been provided 
for this adventure, he took a moment to savor the feel of 
the fabric as he meticulously folded each one and gently 
placed them in the suitcases. Well, he thought to himself 
while he could hear the chaotic sounds emanating beyond 
his bedroom door, an unfortunate early curtain call on 
this little charade. But still a beneficial endeavor. He had 
acquired a complete wardrobe of designer clothing. And by 
nine a.m. his share of the money would be transferred to an 
off-shore account in the Cayman Islands. Six, maybe seven 
million. Certainly enough for him to live out his days on an 
island, in style. Who would have thought that after all his 
years of struggling just to make a living in Hollywood, he 
would ultimately achieve financial success playing the role 
of a millionaire in central Pennsylvania? And all due to his 
familial relationship with that odious and unstable girl. His 
dead brother’s daughter. Well, you really can't choose your 
family. But in this situation it had proved advantageous. The 


two suitcases now full, the old man turned his attention to 
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his well-planned travel wardrobe. That had been his own 
inspiration. The other two, while cunning, had no real talent 
in the art of disguise. Crouching down, the old man gingerly 
reached under the bed and pulled out a large flat box. Placing 
it on the bed, he slowly opened the lid to admire its contents, 
relishing the brilliance of his choices. Savoring the process 
of holding the garments up to him in front of a mirror as 
if experiencing a religious moment, he softly laughed in 
satisfaction at the brilliance of his disguise. Then, removing 
his toupee to expose his totally bald head, he placed the gray 
wig on, then donned a pair of glasses. Shear brilliance, he 


thought. Truly inspired! 


Chapter 54 


By seven a.m. the Chamberton police squad room 
had become a beehive of activity. Entering the squad room 
Michael Callaghan, bypassing that, made his way to the 
Police Chief’s office to encounter Nick Quinn, Dana Miller, 
Sergeant Worther and a large man with a mop of curly black 
hair sitting at the desk intent on two computer screens that 
had been set up during the early morning hours, now fully 
online. 

Quinn, standing just behind the big man intent on one 
computer screen, looked up to Callaghan and asked, “Did 
you get the Court Order?” 

Callaghan looking directly at Sergeant Worther uttered 
the word, “Coffee,” at which point Worther hustled out of 
the door in compliance. Then turning toward Quinn said, 
“Yeah. I dragged the judge out of bed two hours ago. He 
issued the Order. We'll work out the details later. And you 
better be goddamned right about this!” Then leaning forward 
asked, “Who's this?” indicating Clark Stefanik. 

“This is Clark Stefanik. Our IT man,” Dana answered. 

“He’s the guy I’m paying?” Callaghan asked. 
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“Is he good?” 

“He’s the best!” Dana replied. 

“Well, then why the hell isn't he working for me?” 
Callaghan asked. 

Momentarily looking up from the two screens Stefanik 
offered, “Nobody asked me. Actually, doing this work is 
much more fun than working for the law firm.” 

“Tf you pull this off, we'll talk.” 

Quinn, interrupting the conversation, quickly told 
Stefanik, “Okay. Here it comes now. Freeze the frame,” at 
which point Stefanik, pushing a button, froze the video 
playing out on the computer screen which revealed a small 
silver sedan on a dark road. 

“Note the time,” Quinn ordered. 

“3:35 a.m.,” Dana, peering over Stefanik’s shoulder, 
stated. 

“All right, Clark. Go on to the next camera on Main,” 
Quinn ordered. 

Within a minute the next camera produced the same 
vehicle. 

“Note the time,” Quinn ordered again. 

“3:45 a.m.,” Dana replied. ; 

Ten minutes later with the results producing the same 
vehicle on two more cameras, the final one at 4:02 a.m., 
Quinn ordered Stefanik to enlarge the picture, focusing 
solely on the image of the driver. 

As Stefanik complied, filling the entire computer 
screen with the driver's profile, Quinn intently stared at the 


visual with Dana leaning over his shoulder. Then, rising up 
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and clapping his hands together announced, “I’ve got you, 
Michelle Bratkowski.” Turning toward Callaghan, Quinn 
announced, “There’s your killer, Mike. She stole Kane’s truck. 
Killed Gegner. Then drove back home from Kane’s condo 
going west on Main Street in her own vehicle. She had the 
motive. The weapon. And the knowledge of how to steal the 
truck.” Then turning back, Quinn patted Stefanik on the 
shoulder while saying, “Great job.” 

“Are you going to fill me in on the details while we wait 


for 8:00 a.m.,” Callaghan asked. 


“Sure. Let’s take a walk. I need some coffee. Long night,” 


Quinn replied. 

Walking down a hallway the two men entered the break 
room. Quinn, pouring himself a cup of coffee then taking a 
sip, said, “Good coffee.” 

Callaghan, looking across his cup, replied, “Cop coffee. 
It’s always lousy. You, my old man and even your grand...” 

_ Cutting Callaghan off, Quinn firmly stated, “Don’t go 
there, Mike.” 

Hesitating a moment, eye to eye with his cousin, 
Callaghan demurred saying, “Well, anyway, cops wouldn't 
know good coffee if it jumped up and bit them in the ass.” 
Then asked, “So, give me the facts. What happened?” 

Taking another sip of coffee, Nick Quinn proceeded to 
explain the chain of evidence that had come to light in the 
past twenty-four hours. 

“We caught a break. Well, actually, two breaks. The first 
was that Chief Ladmo up in Friendship Springs.” 

“That cracker cop from down South?” Callaghan 


interrupted. 
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“Yeah. That guy. Anyway, he emailed a picture of Bristow 
and his associates that he had found among Gegner’s 
personal effects. Written in red ink at the top of the picture 
was the name Michelle Bratkowski. The name was written 
right above Bristow’s secretary, Jen Novak. Jen Novak is the 
real Michelle. And that’s why Gegner came to Chamberton. 
And also, that’s why he started to raise a stink when he 
discovered that the girl in the morgue was not Michelle. 
That’s why he was murdered.” 

“Son of a bitch!” Callaghan scowled. 

“The second break came late last night. After I called 
you for the court order, I called Frank Kane. One outstanding 
issue was the question of how did the Bristow people know 
about Gegner’s actions? I wanted to know just how vigorous 
Kane had been to find and talk to Gegner. Kane had good 
instincts on Gegner. Something wasn’t right and he could 
sense that.” 

“So, what was it?” Callaghan asked. 

“Kane had several officers making the rounds at motels 
and bars flashing Gegner’s picture. Gegner did have a room 
at the Delancey Court Motel over in East Chamberton for 
two nights. Then checked out. But when the police went 
there with the picture the wrong clerk was on duty. And by 
then Gegner had run low on money and was gone.” After 
taking another sip from his coffee mug Quinn continued on. 
“Then I got the second break.” Hesitating a moment, with 
Callaghan hanging on every word, Quinn then said, “Kane 
showed the picture to Jen Novak.” 

“What the hell did he do that for?” Callaghan, voice 


rising, asked. 
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“Initially Kane figured that Gegner might show up at 
Bristow’s door. He wanted Novak to contact him right away 
if that happened. Then, a couple of days later, he started 
to question Novak or actually Michelle Bratkowski about 
Bristow. That’s what finally set the wheels in motion that 
resulted in Gegner’s murder.” 

“When did he do that?” Callaghan pressed. 

Hesitating for a moment Quinn finally divulged, “Kane 
had been dating Novak for several weeks.” 

Callaghan, in an involuntary motion of waving his arms 
in the air, sloshed coffee from his mug while bellowing, “Are 
you freaking kidding me?” 

“Calm down, Mike. She came on to him,” Quinn 
explained. 

“When the hell did that happen?” 

“Right after the girl’s murder. You have to keep something 
in mind here. These people are very devious. Their scam was 
in jeopardy. Bratkowski got close to Kane to keep tabs on the 
investigation. He never saw it coming. It happens.” 

“So, she was the mole?” Callaghan asked. 

“One of them. You've got one either in the department 
here or in your office. We'll get to that in due course,” Quinn 
stated. 

“Okay. Okay,” Callaghan agreed. “So, the girl stole 
Kane’s truck to kill Gegner and pin it on Kane to get him 
out of the way. Two birds with one stone.” 

“Correct,” Quinn replied. 

“Where’s Kane now?” 

“He’s here, in the interrogation room. He’s mad as hell 


and very upset about the whole business. He told me he feels 
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that he let you down.” 

“So, he didn’t see it coming, huh?” Callaghan asked. 

“Not from her. Mike, she’s not your normal con artist. 
We're talking about a big time sociopath here. If she doesn't 
get her way or feels threatened she’s capable of anything.” 

Pondering that fact for several minutes, Callaghan then 
asked, “Kane’s in the interrogation room?” 

Opening the door, Callaghan viewed Frank Kane sitting 
at a table leaning forward with his badge in his right hand, 
running it through his fingers, turning it slowly over as he 
stared at the shining metal. 

Watching the man’s actions for a moment, Callaghan 
then spoke up. “So, you got played on the deal?” 

Not raising his face to the District Attorney, the young 
man softly replied, “Yeah. I really screwed up. Then followed 
that with, “You'll have my resignation at your desk by the 
end of the day. ’m sorry I let you down.” 

Silent for several minutes while he pondered the 
situation, then surprisingly latching on to Quinn’s statement, 
“he never saw it coming,” Callaghan said, “Don't bother with 
that, Kane. You were on the right track. You got conned by 
a professional. So, now you learned a lesson. Don't forget it. 


Right now I need you to get back to work.” 


Chapter 55 


Somewhat stunned by his job saving reprieve, Frank 
Kane followed the District Attorney out of the conference 
room only to encounter Nick Quinn in the hallway. 

“It’s seven forty-five, Mike. We’re going to need the 
number of the Court Order and the judge’s full name for 
verification.” 

“Let’s go,” Callaghan replied as the three men proceeded 
to the Police Chief’s office. 

‘Entering the room Quinn asked Stefanik, “Is the 
account still active?” 

“Yes. Still in place. I need the document,” Stefanik 
replied. 

Handing over the Court Order to Stefanik, Callaghan, 
Quinn, Dana, Worther and now Frank Kane crowded behind 
the IT expert as he typed in the authorization. Then at 8:10 
a.m. as he received acknowledgment from the bank Stefanik 
froze the Bristow bank account that contained a balance 
of seventeen million, one hundred and fifty-two thousand 


dollars. 


As confirmation of the action was received Stefanik, 
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looking around to the law enforcement people directly 
behind him, said, “Piece of cake,” to his silent audience. 

After a moment, Callaghan, turning to Nick Quinn, 
ordered, “You and Kane go get that gang and bring them in.” 

Kane, turning to Sergeant Worther, ordered, “Fred, get 
Thornton and two other men. We'll take four cruisers. 

ok 

As the four police cruisers turned into the large circular 
driveway of the Bristow mansion Frank Kane, in the front 
passenger seat turning to Nick Quinn in the back, asked, 
“Do you want a piece, Mr. Quinn?” 

“Not necessary, Frank. You've got enough fire power 
here,” Quinn replied. 

At the third loud knock on the wide front door Bristow’s 
housekeeper, Alice Brunel, timidly appeared, eyes wide and 
obviously in a state of confusion. 

“Yes?” 

“We're here to see Mr. Bristow and his associates,” Kane 
officially announced. 

Still exhibiting a sense of confusion, the painfully thin 
woman now nervous over the unfolding events replied, 
“They’re not here. I just arrived for work. There’s no one here. 
And the whole place, upstairs and down, is a mess. Things 
strewn about in every room.” : 

Holding up a piece of paper Kane informed the woman, 
“This is a search warrant. We are going to enter the building. 
Stand aside, please.” 

As the group of law enforcement officers and Nick 
Quinn entered the main hallway Alice Brunel softly repeated, 
“But I told you. They’re not here. They’re gone.” 
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Quinn on his cell phone in the mansion’s driveway paced 
back and forth in front of a police cruiser as he provided an 
update to the District Attorney. 

“Mike. They’re gone. Must have bugged out during the 
night. Yeah. Well, I told you Dekker and the girl have a history 
of somehow knowing when to pull stakes and run. Kane’s 
already got a BOLO out on them. And they can’t go too far, 
like out of the country. We froze the money. Also, Kane’s got 
the forensics unit coming out to dust for prints. Yeah. That’s 
right. We need something on the girl. We'll get the plate 
number on the vehicles, too. You'll know when we know, 
Mike.” Disconnecting from Callaghan, Quinn continued to 
pace along the driveway, lost in thought. Then opening his 
cell phone pressed the speed dial for Dana. After eight rings 
with no answer he put the phone back in his pocket only to 
pull it right out again as it rang. 

“Sorry! I was on the desk phone with Mike,” Dana 
explained. 

“Let me guess. He was very loud.” 

“Practically broke my eardrum!” Dana replied. 

Shaking his head in resignation at Callaghan’s predictable 
behavior Quinn told Dana, “Get ahold of Stefanik. We’re 
not done yet. Get him to access the location of the properties 
that Bristow purchased in the county. We need to see if any 
of them contain buildings.” 

“You think that they're going to hide out locally?” 

“Possibly. For a few days. By now they know that 
they have no money for a great escape. ‘They're going to be 


scrambling to come up with a Plan B,” Quinn replied. 
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“And Kane’s initiating the search everywhere else?” 
Dana asked. 

“Like a scorched earth policy. He’s out to get even,” 
Quinn replied. 

eT 

Complying with Quinn's request, Dana contacted Clark 
Stefanik, who as a result of his all night endeavor at the police 
station, had called in sick from his day job and was at home 
sleeping the day away. Rousing the IT specialist Dana gave 
him his latest assignment. In between yawns Stefanik agreed 
to get back to her as soon as he found the much needed 
information. 

Now, too hyper to even think about her fatigue, Dana, in 
her office, turned on her laptop and began the tedious task of 
reviewing surveillance tapes from cameras in and around the 
Justice Building’s parking lot. Forty minutes into that search 
she had identified a dark blue sedan, as well as the driver 
pointing a camera with a large lens leaning out the window 
in the direction of the front door of the Justice Building. 

hk 

At the persistent ringing of her cell phone the girl 
padded out of the motel room’s bathroom, her hair now cut 
dramatically short and a wet, gooey mess from the blond 
hair dye she had just applied to her scalp. Immediately 
recognizing the number she clicked on. “What is it?” 

“We're screwed. | just tried to transfer the money to the 
three accounts. We've been blocked. ‘The account is frozen,” 
the voice on the other end explained. 

“What do you mean frozen?” she yelled. 

“Frozen! They’re blocking the transaction. What don’t 


you understand?” , 

“Well then, how the hell are we going to get out of the 
country, Leon?” 

“We can't. All we can do is go to Plan B.” 

“Baltimore?” she replied in disgust. 

“Yeah. Ditch your car. I already got rid of mine. Pick up 
another and get to Harrisburg. Take the train to Philly. Then 
fly or take a train to Baltimore. Call me when you get there.” 

“Son of a bitch! How did this happen?” the girl now 
livid screamed into the phone. 

“They must have figured everything out. How the hell 
do I know?” he answered while also raising his voice in 
response. 

“Who?” 

“The girl. That district attorney and the guy she works 
with. Just do as I say and get to Baltimore. Then call me.” 

“Goddamn it!” the girl screamed. Then disconnecting 
threw the cell phone onto the bed and stomped back into 
the bathroom. Coming back out twenty minutes later, her 
hair wet and now a pale blonde color, she opened her laptop 
seething in anger at the thought of the plan’s failure, as well 
as all the money she had just lost. She would escape. And she 
would get to Baltimore. But not without getting even with 
that bitch district attorney first. 
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Chapter 56 


Officers Jerry Thorntonand Bob Haffner,inan unmarked, 
black police cruiser parked across from the Chamberton bus 
depot, peered through the vehicle’s windshield at the flurry 
of activity outside the entrance of the building. Adjusting 
his sunglasses to compensate for the mid-morning sun while 
systematically chewing gum, Haffner said to his partner 
behind the wheel, “I don't know, Jerry. ’m looking at a lot of 
people coming and going here. And I’m not seeing anyone 
that fits the description of the three we're after.” 

“We gotta be patient, Bob. The car was found just three 
blocks away. It must mean something. There’s no airport or 
train station nearby. The bus is the only other possibility.” 

“Yeah. I get that. And I get that Quinn’s got the big rep 
as a former hot shot cop. And I also get that a stolen car could 
be tracked down by the State Police on the Interstate. But 
I also think that Kane’s putting too much trust in Quinn's 
judgment. And, I’m not seeing anything here. I’m starting to 
think that this is a waste of time. And, I’m getting hungry. 
Kane’s still inside behind the counter. Who the hell knows 


where Quinn got to? And we're stuck out here in the sun, 
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sweating and starving. Why dont I just hop out, walk down 
the street and get us some take out for lunch?” 
Thornton, although junior in seniority to his partner, 


now becoming irritated with the man, in a clipped tone said, 


“Just shut the hell up and keep your eyes on the people,” 


while he intently stared at a group of five people, three 
women and two men who were entering the bus depot, all 
carrying suitcases. 

The medium sized man wearing wrinkled khaki pants, 
a green pullover shirt, white sneakers and a blue baseball 
cap atop his shaved head walked toward the ticket counter 
and with his eyes covered by dark sunglasses and head tilted 
down purchased a bus ticket to Philadelphia. The transaction 
completed, he turned away from the counter, checked his 
watch noting the departure time fifteen minutes away, and 
moved off toward a row of benches by the exit door to the 
waiting bus outside. Almost to his seat, as he walked by a 
pillar, a man suddenly stepped out in front of him and said, 
“Hello Leon. Or should I call you Len?” 

Stumbling a step as he was brought up short and as a 
result losing the sunglasses from the bridge of his nose, the 
man in total confusion blurted out, “Ryan Walker?” 

“Actually the name is Nick Quinn,” the man blocking 
his way replied. 

Dropping the brown suitcase in panic Leon Dekker 
wheeled around and attempted to run in the opposite direction 
only to be grabbed after two strides by a tall man wearing 
a pair of blue coveralls, sporting the word maintenance on 
the chest. “Youre under arrest,” Frank Kane said as he bent 


Dekker’s arms around to his back and proceeded to apply 


ri! 


S72 


handcufts to his wrists. 

As Leon Dekker aka Len Dilisi was escorted toward 
the depot’s front door, through which Officers Thornton 
and Haffner were now hastily entering, a group of waiting 
passengers stared in curiosity at the event. All but one. ‘The 
elderly woman in a print dress, short gray hair and thick 
glasses preoccupied herself with the small child seated 
opposite her with her mother. Wiggling large fingers at the 
child, no more than three years old, the woman in a sing 
song falsetto voice said, “Hello, my dear. You're such a pretty 
girl. Can you wave back, princess?” 

Leon Dekker aka Len Dilisi sat silent and immobile at 
a table in the interrogation room in the Chamberton Police 
Building. After an hour and a half of repetitious questions 
by the Police Chief, the only information gleaned from 
that process had been that one, Dekker did not know the 
current whereabouts of Roger Bristow or Jen Novak. And 
two, he had been caught in the act of leaving Chamberton 
in disguise because he had been threatened the previous 
night by Dan Roman. After those statements Dekker had 
clammed up, repeatedly requesting legal representation 
with each forthcoming question put to him by Frank Kane. 
Leaving the interrogation room with Dekker under guard 
Kane joined Nick Quinn and Mike Callaghan in the Chief’s 
office. 

“You saw it through the window. He’s gone mute,” Kane 
stated. 

“Yeah. He’s going to lawyer up. Then we wont get 
anything out of him,” Callaghan agreed. 
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Quinn, off to,the side in obvious irritation, closed his 
cell phone, jamming it back into a pocket. 

“Who are you trying to reach?” the District Attorney 
asked. 

“Dana. I wanted to know if Stefanik had gotten back 
to her.” 

“As of an hour ago he had not,” Callaghan divulged. 
“She called me to tell me she was stepping out for a while 
to pick up Mike, Jr. from hockey practice. Sue’s tied up with 
Liz at the horse farm. They brought in a new pony for her to 
try out. Sue asked Dana to get Mike at the hockey rink. She 
should be back soon. You can’t reach her because that rink is 
in a dead zone.” 

“You're buying a pony?” Quinn, in surprise, asked. 

“No way,” Callaghan scowled. “What do you think I 
am? As dumb as you? It’s a lease deal.” 

Leaning toward his cousin, Quinn softly replied, “Mike, 
I don't own or lease a horse. I ride for free.” 

After a prolonged silence, knowing he had been 
trumped on that issue by Quinn, Callaghan getting back 
to the business at hand turned to Frank Kane saying, “Let 
Dekker sit in there and sweat for a few more hours. Keep 
questioning him. We'll notify the public defender’s office 
later.” Turning back toward Quinn Callaghan said, “Okay?” 

“Fine by me,” Quinn agreed. 

Exiting the hockey rink in Brightwater Dana, with 
Mike, Jr. at her side, towing his large equipment bag in one 
hand and clutching two hockey sticks in the other, said, “I 
got here just in time to catch the last ten minutes of your 
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practice. You're looking good out there, Mike.” 

Smiling with satisfaction at Dana’s compliment, the ten 
year old boy replied, “I might get to center the first line.” 

As the two entered the parking lot and walked to the far 
end where Dana’s rental car was parked Dana advised, “Keep 
working hard like you did tonight and it might happen.” 
Entering the narrow space that separated the rental car from 
a large white commercial van, Dana, while unlocking her 
vehicle, heard the van’s side door slide open and then felt 
a blunt object jab her in the back causing her to stumble 
against her car while a deep threatening voice said, “Don't 
yell. Don’t run. One move the wrong way and [’ll kill the 
kid.” 

Knowing full well who was at her back Dana asked, 
“What do you want?” 

Jabbing the blunt object for emphasis the voice deep, 
almost man like, said, “Don't play dumb with me, bitch. You 
and the kid turn around and get in the van.” 

“VI get in. Just let the boy go,” Dana replied. 

“Shut up and get in the van, both of you or he’ll be dead 
in this lot. Now move.” 

As Dana and Mike, Jr. climbed into the cargo area of 
the empty van, Jen Novak, stepping in also and urging them 
both forward with a gun in her hand toward a metal grill 
that separated the vehicle’s cab from the cargo area, picked 
up a canvas bag and tossed it toward them. 

“There’s chains and padlocks. Chain yourselves to the 
grill. Do it tight around both your wrists and then once 
around your waist. Then run the chains through the grill. 
Hurry up.” 


Twenty minutes later Dana, with the aid of Mike, Jr., 
had secured them both to the metal grill with the chains 
around both their wrists as well as their midsections. As 
she awkwardly closed the last padlock Dana, turning with 
difficulty toward Jen Novak, asked, “What are you going to 
do with us?” 

Novak standing four feet away with a venomous smile 
on her face said, “I’m going to take you and your kid for a 
ride.” As the woman began to turn away toward the van’s 
side door Mike, Jr., chained sideways onto the grill, said, 
“My dad’s going to find us. And when he does he’s going to 
kick your butt.” 

Spinning around toward her two captives in a rage, 
Novak, picking up one of the remaining lengths of chain 
lying on the van’'s floor, with an overhead motion, attempted 
to whip the boy. Dana reacting instantly lunged to her left 
as far as possible covering the child and as a result absorbed 
the five violent blows inflicted by the deranged woman while 
groaning from the impact. Then Novak, her rage spent, threw 
the metal chain onto the floor and turning exited through 
the side door, then appeared a moment later in the cab as she 


started the vehicle and put it in gear. 
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Chapter 57 


Two hours had passed, with Frank Kane periodically 
attempting to question Leon Dekker, with no results from 
the man who sat at the table in the interrogation room, 
silent and stone-faced. Coming out of the room and joining 
Callaghan and Quinn, the Police Chief said, “I’m getting 
nothing from him.” 

“Keep at it. I don't care how long he sits in there,” 
Callaghan replied. “Anything on the street?” 

“Tve got every car mobilized and everyone on duty. 
Nothing yet,” Kane replied. 

Nick Quinn looking at the District Attorney said, 
“Time to call the State Police, Mike. Bristow and the girl 
could be somewhere on the interstate.” 

“Yeah. But in what vehicle and going where?” Callaghan 
replied. 

“Could be any vehicle. She’s a pro at car theft. We should 
at least put out a description of the two,” Quinn advised. 

At that moment one of the two police officers left in 
the building approached the three men saying, “Mr. Quinn. 
There’s a phone call for you. A guy named Stefanik.” 


Quinn punching the button on a desk phone said, 
“Quinn!” 

“Mr. Quinn. It’s Clark. I’ve been trying to get Dana on 
her office and cell phone and not getting any answer.” 

“She’s out for a bit in a dead zone. You can’t get her cell. 
What’s up, Clark?” 

“I found those properties you wanted to know about. 
But they’re all just parcels of land. No buildings on them.” 

“Okay. Where are they located?” 

“Mostly to the northwest of Chamberton,” Stefanik 
replied. Then, after a moment of hesitation, added, “But the 
numbers don't add up.” 

“What do you mean?” Quinn asked. 

“Well, I compared the total sale prices of the purchased 
land with the total debits from the Bristow bank account 
and there’s a two hundred and seventy thousand dollar 
discrepancy.” 

“Wait a minute. Let me catch up to what you're saying,” 
Quinn stated. “Do you mean there could be a purchase that’s 
not listed?” 

“Right. I was checking recorded transactions in the 
county. You know, recorded deeds.” 

“So, it could be possible that a recent sale has not been 
posted on the county website?” 

“That’s right,” Stefanik replied. 

Quinn, now turning toward the District Attorney, 
noticed that Callaghan was on the far side of the squad room 
in heated conversation on his cell phone. 

“Okay. Thanks, Clark,” Quinn said then disconnecting 
from the call walked over to Callaghan to relay the 


STF 


378 


information just as Callaghan, closing his cell phone quickly, 
turned to Frank Kane saying, “Do you have a car over by 
Sports Zone Hockey Rink?” 

“Yeah. Should be. I’ve got all the cars patrolling in a grid 
pattern,” Kane replied. 

“Get a cruiser to that parking lot now. Check the 
vehicles for that rental car Miller was driving.” 

“Yes, sir,” Kane immediately replied. 

Quinn, noting Callaghan’s obvious distress, asked, 
“What’s going on, Mike?” 

“Susan just called. The parent of one of Mike’s teammates 
called to tell her that Mike left his hockey bag and two sticks 
lying in the parking lot.” 

Turning quickly toward Frank Kane, Callaghan, eyes 
blazing and with a devastated look on his face, reached into 
his pants pocket and pulling a picture out of his wallet asked, 
“Anything yet?” 

Holding up a hand while he listened to a report on 
the radio Kane then answered, “Her car’s in the lot. No one 
around.” 

Holding out the picture, hand beginning to tremble, 
Callaghan ordered, “Post an Amber Alert. Notify the 
State Police and tighten up the search grids in and around 
Chamberton.” 

Kane, taking the photograph of the District Attorney’s 
son, realizing what could have happened and the sickening 
enormity of the situation, immediately swung into action 
making the necessary calls then issuing orders to his men on 
the street. 

The two men, Nick Quinn and Mike Callaghan, still 


in the squad room, stared in silence at each other, both in 
mutual rage. Each knowing what they were capable of doing. 
Unspoken, but united in thought at what they would do to 
anyone who brought harm to their family. 

After several minutes Quinn suddenly glancing over 
toward the door to the interrogation room said, “Stefanik 
found most of the properties that Bristow bought. All but 
one. The last one hasn't been recorded and posted yet.” 

“So, right now we don't know what it is?” Callaghan 
absently replied. 

“No. But he does,” Quinn stated as he pointed to the 
interrogation room. 

Turning toward the door, Callaghan began to walk in 
that direction only to be stopped by Quinn who said, “Clear 
the building, Mike.” 

Giving Quinn a long look, not quite comprehending 
what his cousin was saying, Callaghan, then catching on, 
walked over to Kane on the far side of the room and ordered, 
“You and everyone else, outside. Everyone out of the building. 
Don’t come back in until Quinn or I tell you.” 

Confused but not about to question Callaghan’s order 
given the current situation, Kane began to usher the skeleton 
crew left in the building out the front door. As the squad 
room now empty grew silent, Quinn, looking with dead 
seriousness at Callaghan, said, “Let’s go.” 

While the white cargo van proceeded along its route 
taking periodic left then right turns resulting in the two 
captives chained to the grill and unable to sit or fully 


stand being slammed into the metal with each sudden 
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maneuver. Mike, Jr., clinging to Dana who despite obvious 
pain attempted to stabilize them both with each change of 
direction, said, “Dana. I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to get you 
hurt.” 

Dana, with her left hand firmly gripping the grill and 
her right arm wrapped around the boy as they both swayed 
with each movement of the truck, replied, “It’s okay, Mike. 
Just be brave. I know you can do that. Nick and your dad will 
find us.” 

“Are you hurt?” the boy, looking up to her, asked. 

“A little. I think she broke my right hand. You just be 
brave. I’m counting on you, Mike.” 

Twenty minutes later the vehicle came to a stop and 
the blonde haired driver leaving the cab disappeared. After 
several minutes of silence Mike, Jr., again looking up at 
Dana, said, “I cheated when we put the chains on.” 

“What do you mean?” 

Pulling about three feet of the metal links through the 
grill the boy explained, “When you were fastening the chains 
around our waists and pushed it through the opening and 
around to me, I didn’t pull it all the way through.” 

Desperate for any possibility of escape, Dana told the 
boy, “Mike, ’'m going to flatten myself against the grill. You 
pull all the chain toward you. Then try to get to the side 
door.” 

As the boy worked his way along the bed of the van, 
then running out of chain length, tried to stretch toward the 
door, it suddenly opened to reveal their captor who shoved 
Mike back toward Dana while saying, “Nice try, kid. But not 
good enough.” Then looking past the child to Dana said, 


iLELUSTION 


“Time for you and the kid to go for a swim. I filled up the 
pool myself. But be careful. People die in the water.” Then 
slammed the door shut again. 

As the boy huddled against Dana saying, “I’m sorry, I 
couldn't reach the door,” Dana looked wildly around at the 
screws that held the grill in place. Then looked for anything 
on the floor that could be used as a screwdriver. 

That endeavor came to a sudden end as the driver’s 
side door opened and an arm reached in and turned on the 
vehicle’s engine. 

Peering through into the cab, Dana saw a hand put the 
vehicle in gear then a broomstick appeared from outside 
the truck to the gas pedal as the truck began to accelerate 
forward. 

Then, with the arm and the broomstick suddenly gone 
from sight, the truck, with the door flapping, shot forward 
and for a moment seemed to hang suspended in mid-air 
before plunging into and sinking in the ten foot end of an 
in-ground pool, splashing water over its sides at impact. 

Charlie Shields had come out to Chamberton from 
Philadelphia to obtain an in person update on the Sanchez 
case from the District Attorney, only to be informed that 
Callaghan was not in the Justice Building but over at the 
police station. Shields walked into that building and made 
a beeline to the men’s room off the lobby, coming out ten 
minutes later to a suddenly empty lobby area, then hearing 
what sounded like a fight going on in the squad room, Shields 
tentatively entered that area now certain that someone was 
taking a beating. As he warily walked to the center of the 
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room, to his left in the interrogation room, Shields became 
certain that someone was being repeatedly punched as well 
as thrown the length of the room, bouncing off one wall only 
to be thrown to the opposite one while two familiar voices 
shouted questions at the victim. 

After several minutes of this melee, Nick Quinn and 
Mike Callaghan hurriedly walked out and right past Shields 
toward the building’s front door with Callaghan yelling 
orders to a group of police officers outside. As he peered 
into the interrogation room, just inside the opened door, 
Shields could see a man lying on the floor injured but semi- 
conscious and moving. 

As a uniformed officer walked by toward the room to 
apparently attend to the injured man, Shields asked, “What 
happened?” 

“Quinn said he fell off his chair,” the officer replied. 

As water gushed into the open driver’s side window, the 
cargo van came to rest at the bottom of the pool ten feet 
deep and almost three feet below the water line. Dana, in 
a frenzy, grabbed Mike, Jr. and lifted him up and toward 
the metal grill while shouting, “Climb up the grill. Put your 
knees on my shoulders. Put your face as close to the ceiling 
as possible. And don’t look down. No matter what.” 

“What about you?” the boy cried. 

“Just do it, Mike. Don’t look down!” Dana yelled as the 
water quickly began to fill up the vehicle. 

Two police cruisers, lights flashing and sirens blaring, 


arrived at the rundown vacant colonial house barely visible 


from the street in the dusk of the early evening light. The five 
men exiting the vehicles rushed across the lawn joining the 
other officer whose car was parked in the driveway. 
“What’s the status?” Frank Kane quickly asked. 
“No response from the doorbell. Looks to be vacant 


Chief,” Officer Haffner replied. 
Frank Kane proceeded to pound on the door, then stood 
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back as the only response was total silence. 

“Shoot the lock off,” Quinn urgently ordered. 

As Haffner began to say, “Don't we need a search 
warrant?” Frank Kane, drawing his gun, fired two shots 
directly at the lock. Then kicked the door open and rushed 
into the building followed by Quinn, Callaghan and the 
other officers who had also drawn their weapons. 

“Fan out. Check every room,” Kane commanded as each 
officer cautiously disbursed in different directions. 

While voices, one after the other, could be heard 
reporting, “Clear,” from different parts of the vacant house 
Quinn made his way to a sunroom at the rear of the building. 
Then looking out french doors that led to the large backyard 
and the pool at the center yelled, “Mike! ‘The pool!” as he 
kicked open the doors and at a run disappeared through 
them, followed immediately by Callaghan. 

Both men hit the water at the same time, bobbed up to 
fill their lungs with air, then disappeared below the surface 
immediately next to the sunken van. Both men then peered 
into the front window to the horrifying sight of Dana now 
almost under water holding up the boy, who though pressed 
up to the van’s ceiling would soon also be submerged. Nick 


Quinn with a wild kick shot back up to the surface and 
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yelled to the two officers who had come to the side of the 
pool, “Crowbar and bolt cutters! Hurry,” then disappeared 
below the surface again as Mike Callaghan, who had been 
trying in vain to open the side door, shot up gasping for air 
and yelling the same order. 

As Callaghan, his lungs replenished with air, turned and 
slid below the surface Frank Kane, a crowbar and bolt cutters 
in each hand ran across the patio area and dove head first into 
the pool sinking immediately to the bottom, then dropping 
the bolt cutters began to attack the van’s sliding side door 
as Quinn now in need of oxygen shot to the surface. Kane, 
though running out of air himself, pounded away at the 
door’s lock. Then, turning over the crowbar to Callaghan, he 
swam up for air. Callaghan, in a frenzy, broke the door’s latch 
then turned over the crowbar to Quinn as he went back to 
the surface passing Kane in the process. 

As the door began to slowly slide open an inch, Kane, 
using all the strength of his legs, pushed it completely open 
allowing Callaghan and Quinn to enter with the bolt cutters. 
Cutting the chain from his son Callaghan grabbed the boy 
and disappeared out the door as Kane made short work of 
the chains holding Dana. Then Quinn and Kane, both spent 
from their labor, brought the girl to the surface. 

Mike Callaghan on the grass next to the pool held his 
son while rhythmically patting his back as the boy spit up 
water and coughed. Quinn, exhausted, struggled out of the 
water and crawled over to Dana who had just been placed on 
the tile at water's edge. Taking a deep breath Quinn pinching 
Dana’s nose began to breathe into her mouth while three 


uniformed offers silently stood by and Frank Kane, still in 


the water, hung on,to the pool’s edge with his face resting on 
his right forearm. After several minutes of Quinn breathing 
into Dana’s mouth with only the sound of Mike, Jr. coughing 
but coherently asking, “Is she going to be all right? Is she?” 

Dana, with a jerk of her head, turned to her left and 
with a wracking, spasmatic coughing binge, vomited onto 
the grass. Then lowering her head back on to the tile went 
completely still. 

Callaghan clutched his son who trying to stand said, “Is 
she all right? Dana, don’t die!” 

At that, Dana, between a series of coughs, replied, “I 
can't die, Mike. I have to watch you play hockey.” 

While the boy beamed a smile at her and the police 
officers standing by the pool exhaled a breath of relief, Nick 
Quinn at her side, leaning on an elbow silently gave Dana a 
look that conveyed his own relief. 

Reaching up and grabbing a fistful of his still wet black 
hair, Dana said, “What took you so long to get here, Nicky?” 

Quinn looking down at her with a mischievous smile, 


replied, “Mike’s right. You're a lot of trouble.” 
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Chapter 58 


By ten thirty p.m., Nick Quinn, after changing into some 
dry clothes at the farm, entered the hospital. Walking down 
the corridor with only the muted sounds of a conversation 
at the nurses’ station apparent at that time of night, Quinn 
stopped at the opened door of the room and hesitantly 
peered in. 

Susan Callaghan, seated in a chair next to the bed that 
contained the sleeping boy, her own eyes closed, looked up at 
the sound of the soft knock on the door frame. Rising from 
the chair the petite blonde stepped out into the hallway and 
immediately hugged Quinn who asked, “How is he?” 

Stepping back while exhibiting moist eyes Susan 
replied, “He’s fine. They’re just keeping him overnight as a 
precautionary measure. He’ll go home tomorrow.” 

“You should have him talk to someone. He’s had a rough 
experience,” Quinn advised. 

“We'll see. Mike’s going to talk to him. He’s all over 
this.” 

Looking around Quinn then asked, “Where’s Liz?” 

“She’s at home with Charlie. He’s staying overnight.” 


“Not good enough,” Quinn responded. 

“Don't worry. Kane posted a patrol car with two officers 
in the driveway.” 

“Who?” 

“Thornton and Sergeant Worther,” Susan replied. 

“Okay,” Quinn, now satisfied, said. 

Shaking her head at Nick Quinn, her husband’s cousin 
and her one time love, Susan Callaghan said, “You and Mike. 
Always at odds. And so much alike.” 

Quinn, not knowing what to say to that statement, 
merely shrugged. Then Susan, jabbing him in the chest with 
a forefinger, said, “You need to know something, Nick. That 
girl in the room down the hall is my best friend. She’s become 
like family. And today she saved my son’s life. So, now she’s 
really family. And that girl loves you, Nick. You blew it with 
me years ago by being so damn remote all the time. Now 
youre forty-three years old and youve got a chance again. 
Which makes you a very lucky man. And she’s not going 
away. So, don’t blow it again. Understand!” 

Shrugging again, Quinn softly replied, “It’s not that 
simple.” 

“Yes, it is. Dumb it down for God’s sake. Now go down 
there and see her.” 

Walking further down the hall Quinn entered the 
dimly lit room to the sight of Dana propped up in a bed 
asleep. Quietly moving a chair to the side of the bed he sat 
and watched the girl, her hand now in a fiberglass cast, softly 
breathing and at peace. 

He would be there for her in the morning. 
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Michael Callaghan sat in his office illuminated solely 
by a desk lamp. Opening the bottom drawer he took out a 
glass and a small bottle of scotch whiskey. Placing the glass 
in front of him he poured a drink. Then with a sigh of fatigue 
swallowed the liquor in one gulp then placed the empty glass 
firmly down. It had been a rough day. And if not for the 
perceptive actions of Nick Quinn could have been a day of 
unfathomable tragedy. 

After spending time at the hospital with his son, 
Callaghan, once he was certain that his wife and two children 
were secure with ample protection in place, had gone back to 
the Chamberton police station to oversee the manhunt for 
Bratkowski and Bristow. Now satisfied with that in progress, 
he had returned to his own office late at night still in damp, 
disheveled clothing to decompress from the day’s harrowing 
events. Pouring another inch of alcohol into the glass 
Callaghan’s thoughts turned to the personnel he worked 
with. Kane, though conned by Michelle Bratkowski, was 
good man. The problem Callaghan was faced with was that 
the county was unavoidably growing and as a result of that 
he had come to realize with that growth came more complex 
issues and problems. Could Kane be sophisticated enough to 
handle that? Possibly someday. But, for now, not really. And 
that brought Callaghan to his second realization. Somehow 
he had to get Nick Quinn on board in some capacity. 

Taking another sip of scotch, more slowly than the first 
one, Callaghan placed the glass back on his desk then looked 
up toward his opened door at the sound of the soft knock 
to see the rail thin Al Conawell silhouetted in the doorway. 

“How did you know where to find me?” Callaghan 


asked. : 

Walking slowly into the dim room the old man eased 
himself into a chair and replied, “I got the word from the 
State Police late this afternoon. Came right down from 
Harrisburg. Missed you at the hospital. Rough day?” 

“Yeah. Rough day,” Callaghan thoughtfully replied. 

“T hear your boy’s all right.” 

“Yeah. He'll be all right.” 


“Tm glad to hear that. And about Ms. Miller also,” 


Conawell stated. 

“I appreciate you stopping by, Al,” Callaghan dutifully 
stated, while not really meaning a word of that. 

Seeming to hedge for a moment Conawell then said, 
“It’s unfortunate business. But I think you should know 
something, Mike.” 

“What’s that?” 

“There’s been a problem in your office throughout this 
whole affair.” 

“And youre here now to discuss this problem?” 

Hesitating again the old man, slumped in his chair, 
continued on. “Dan Roman called me last night. Wanted me 
to help him with this business about his men taking matters 
into their own hands, trying to protect their jobs with the 
Bristow construction project.” 

“There is no project. It was all bogus,” Callaghan firmly 
stated. 

“Well, we know that now,” Conawell agreed then 
continued on. “Unfortunately, the real problem emanated 
from information that Roman was getting from someone 


in this office. A member of your staff, out of inexcusable 
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frustration, passed on confidential information to Roman 
about your investigation.” 

“Like the itinerary of Quinn and Miller? Where they 
were and what they were doing?” Callaghan bitterly replied. 

“Exactly. And I’m not here to whitewash Roman's 
actions. He was hell bent on protecting his investment which 
was in the millions. He’s a big donor to the party. Always 
there for us. But he went off the rails on this.” 

Callaghan, taking the measure of the old man who 
he knew all too well, said, “Roman’s men are not going to 
implicate him. I already know that. So, what’s the real point 
of this conversation, Al>” 

With a soft wave of a bony right hand Conawell 
answered, “The real issue is the informant. As I said it was 
inexcusable, immature behavior borne out of frustration. But 
in the long run, for your interests, I’m here to advise you not 
to prosecute.” 

“Who was the informant?” 

“Young Alex Tate,” Conawell with a pained expression 
replied. 

After a prolonged silence Callaghan stated, “You do 
know that Quinn and Miller were almost killed by Roman’s 
men. And now youre telling me that Tate set the wheels in 
motion?” ; 

“As I said inexcusable and immature. But you have to 
understand. Tate, for some time now, thought that after your 
initial term as District Attorney the position would be his 
by right.” 

Surprised by that news Callaghan frowning at Conawell 


asked, “Why would he have that idea>” 


“Who knows? Maybe it was mentioned to him.” 

“Did it ever occur to Tate that I would run for a second 
term?” 

After a minute of silence the veteran political operative 
said, “Mike, the fact is your election to your first term was 
a fluke. The party felt that Tate wasn’t ready yet. You know, 
too young. There was no one else on the horizon. You won 
the election all right. But you were never expected to succeed 
in the job. Well, events took over. The Murdoch business. 
Solving the serial killer murders. It turned out that you 
possessed an unforeseen advantage in Quinn and Miller. You 
won your second term. And it put Alex over the edge. And 
as a result he made bad decisions.” 

Softly repeating the words, “bad decisions,” Callaghan 
then said, “So, what’s your point?” 

“My point is that, yes, Alex has to go. There is no 
place in government for him now. But prosecuting him for 
obstruction of justice could hurt your career.” 

“You think sor” Callaghan sarcastically asked. 

“Hear me out on this, Mike. You're very popular in this 
county. But statewide you're still pretty much unknown. And, 
regrettably, in Harrisburg not thought well of at all. The Tate 
name is known with respect statewide. You would be hard 
pressed to find a jury to convict Alex. And, in the process, 
you would severely damage your own career. It would be 
unwise on your part.” 

Staring disgustedly at the old man spinning his web with 
talk of strategy and career, while Mike, Jr. slept in a hospital 
bed, Callaghan slowly replied, “Sure, Al. I get your point. 
I couldn't convict Tate if I tried. The fix is in.” Then before 
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Conawell could say another word Callaghan dismissively 
said, “You can leave now. Goodnight.” 

As the old man quietly left his office, no doubt satisfied 
that he had protected Alex Tate from a prison sentence, 
Mike Callaghan, picking up the empty glass from his desk, 
threw it at the closed door, the shattered glass spraying all 
over the darkened room. 

At nine the following morning the trio of Mike 
Callaghan, now in a fresh set of clothes, clean shaven but 
appearing dog tired, along with Charlie Shields and an 
equally worn out looking Nick Quinn convened in the 
District Attorney’s office. 

Callaghan looking across his desk at Quinn in clean 
clothes and shaved but nonetheless looking tired said, “You 
look like hell.” 

Quinn, out of habit from years of sparring with his 
cousin, countered with, “Yeah. And you look like crap, too.” 

Charlie Shields, squirming in his chair next to Quinn, 
said, “Am I here for any reason other than to watch the usual 
pissing match between you two?” 

Looking over toward his Uncle Charlie, Callaghan 
dismissively replied, “Yeah. I'll get to you in a bit.” Then 
looking over to Quinn stated, “But right now you should 
know that Kane has fired Officer Harrison. He was 
forwarding pictures of Miller and her car to Roman so his 
men could [.D. and then follow you. Miller got that info 
from surveillance tapes outside of this building.” 

Quinn, intensely leaning forward, asked, “That’s 
obstruction of an investigation. Why isn’t Harrison being 


brought up on charges?” 

“That’s the complicated part. And I don’t like it one 
goddamned bit. Harrison was working for someone in my 
office. And I’ve been informed that he’s got more clout than 
me. Unprosecutable. If Harrison gets charged then the other 
guy would have to be charged. And I'd never find a jury that 
would convict him.” 

“You've got to be freaking kidding me,” Quinn scowled. 

“I wish I was,” Callaghan regretfully admitted. 

At the knock on the closed office door Quinn in earnest 
asked, “So, what are you going to do about this guy?” 

“You'll see,” Callaghan stated as he then called out, 
-Comeia., 

Alex Tate, coatless, with his shirt sleeves rolled up and 
tie loosened, the classic picture of a young executive hard 
at work, entered the room carrying the ever present pen in 
his right hand, and while involuntarily clicking it, said, “You 
wanted to see me.” 

Callaghan, who had risen from his seat, now stood in 
front of his desk, arms folded in front of him, looking down 
at his diminutive assistant D.A. as he said, “It has been 
brought to my attention that you have been working with 
Dan Roman to obstruct the investigation regarding not only 
the progress of the investigation but also the investigator's 
itinerary. Your actions in collusion with Roman and 
specifically his men have resulted in the attempted murder 
of Quinn and Miller on the interstate, and the attempted 
arson at Quinn’s residence.” 

Practically bouncing on his toes with the pen furiously 


clicking in his right hand, Alex Tate yelled back, “What is 
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this? You can’t prove any of that. You're nothing but a loose 
cannon. You don’t belong in this job.” 

“Yeah. I know. You think you do. You think that because 
of your old man and your name it should be yours by right 
of birth. You've been riding your old man’s coattails for years. 
Yeah, I know all that,” Callaghan replied. Then taking a step 
forward said, “You went too far. And because of your actions 
you almost got a colleague killed as well as my son, you little 
creep 

At that point Charlie Shields, mesmerized by the heated 
exchange between Callaghan and Alex Tate, glanced over to 
Nick Quinn perched forward in his chair exhibiting the look 
of a coiled rattlesnake ready to strike. 

Tate, now livid, pointed a finger at the District Attorney 
and shouted, “Don't talk to me like that! You! You're nothing! 
Nothing! I know people. Important people in this state. One 
word from me and you're out of your job.” 

“You've got that all wrong, Tate. Where do you think 
I got the information on you? You crossed the line. And 
they know it. Now youre fired. Get out of my building,” 
Callaghan ordered. 

Mentally paralyzed by Callaghan’s dismissal as well as 
the finality of it, Tate, standing stock still between the chairs 
occupied by Quinn and Shields, through clenched teeth said, 
“I wish they had died. I wish your kid had died.” 

At that Nick Quinn sprung from his seat but not fast 
enough. Callaghan taking one elongated step forward with an 
arching motion slammed a fist into Alex Tate’s face causing 
Tate to be thrown backward between the chairs occupied 
by Quinn and Shields. Rolling onto the carpeted floor Tate 


slowly got to his feet, blood dripping from his mouth, and 
sobbing said, “You hit me. You broke my caps. Look at this. 


Blood. You assaulted me.” Turning to Quinn and Shields, 


Tate then said, “You saw it. He assaulted me.” 

Quinn, with a mock look of confusion, replied, “I didn’t 
see anything. Did you see anything, Charlie?” 

“T didn't see anything,” the old man replied feigning 
bewilderment. 

Tate, with both hands cupped to his bloody mouth and 
childlike tears streaming from his eyes, said, “You're all in it 
together. Youre all in it,” as he staggered out of the District 
Attorney’s office. 

Quinn sitting back down smiling said, “Nice right 
cross,” to Callaghan who, retaking his own seat, replied, “You 
should know,” then told Quinn and Shields, “Bratkowski 
might be on a train from Harrisburg to Philly. We got a 
lead on a car stolen late yesterday. Turned up in a parking lot 
at the Harrisburg train station this morning. Philly police 
have been notified. And Kane is on his way there to identify 
her when the train arrives.” Then to Quinn, “Do you have a 
handle on the girl’s killer? I'd like to wrap this mess up today. 
And be sure to take back-up with you.” 

“You've got it,” Quinn replied. 
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Chapter 59 


With Quinn’s departure to his task of bringing in the 
murderer of Janet Robertson, Charlie Shields now alone in 
the District Attorney’s office with Callaghan, said, “You put 
on a hell of a show, Mike. But why am I here?” 

Callaghan regaining his composure after the altercation 
with Tate replied, “After Nick brings in the girl’s killer and 
we get that issue nailed down, Sanchez will be released. That 
should probably be tomorrow. When he’s released you're 
going to take him to Philly and put him on a plane to Florida 
or Mexico or wherever. | want his sorry gigolo ass out of my 
jurisdiction and out of this state. His actions set off this mess 
we've had to deal with and I want him gone!” 

Frank Kane and his companion entered the iconic 
structure that was 30th Street Station in Philadelphia 
through the main door off Market Street. After a quick 
glance around the cavernous expanse of the main floor and 
spotting his contact, Kane and his companion approached 
the tall black man in a gray suit. 

“Lt, Jasper.” 


Turning away from two uniformed officers, Lt. Neal 
Jasper facing the Chamberton Police Chief said, “Kane. You 
made good time. The train’s on schedule. It’ll be arriving in 
about ten minutes.” Then looking over to Kane’s companion 
asked, “Does Nick know your'e here? I heard you had a rough 
time yesterday.” 

Dana, brushing off Jasper’s concern, replied, “Not really. 
Bratkowski uses multiple disguises. It’s better to have two 
people who can identify her.” 

Jasper giving Kane a quick look and noting the Police 
Chief’s subtle shrug said, “Okay. But you stay up here at the 
top of the stairs. We'll be down on the platform when the 
train pulls in.” Then anticipating an objection from the girl 
said, “Don't argue about this. My jurisdiction. My call. 1 don't 
need Nick Quinn pissed off at me if you get hurt again.” 

While Jasper and Kane descended down the steps to 
the platform area, Dana lingered at the top step idly taking 
in the sight of commuters walking about in the vast waiting 
area. Ihen she moved closer to the stairway only to have 
a uniformed officer suddenly at her side saying, “If you go 
down there, I'll get written up.” Backing off in compliance, 
Dana took solace in the fact that at least she had been able to 
talk her way out of the hospital and was now here to witness 
the capture of Bratkowski, thereby exacting some measure 
of satisfaction. 

Walking across the platform Jasper pointed toward a 
dark corner along the wall while instructing Kane, “You take 
up a position over there. She won't be noticing you in the 
shadows. I'll be positioned here where the train’s doors will 


open. My uniform guys are strewn about. But that’s normal 
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looking. When you spot her give me the high sign and we'll 
go from there. Got it?” 

“Yes, sit,” Kane replied then walked off to his post. 
Several minutes later, with the blaring announcement on the 
public address speaker, the train slowly pulled to a stop at 
the platform. After a few minutes, a throng of passengers 
hastily began to disembark from the cars clumsily carrying 
or pulling suitcases with them, all sharing a commonality of 
their journey. But at the destination exhibiting a preference 
to remain total strangers to one another as they hurriedly 
made their way toward the steps and the lobby area above. 

Kane, still in the shadows, furtively watched each 
traveler passing by, eyes darting back and forth, dissecting 
the appearance of every woman and becoming frustrated 
by the process and his inability to find a match to Dana's 
description of Michelle Bratkowski’s appearance from the 
previous day. Then suddenly, almost after the fact, he noticed 
a tall woman with long black hair wearing a black rain coat 
twenty feet past him and almost at the stairway. Kane had 
made a match. The way the woman walked. Purposeful. 
Athletic. The look of muscle on her calves. The long back. It 
had to be her! 

Quickly leaving his observation post Kane pushed 
through the crowd log jammed near thie stairway while 
signaling to Jasper. 

Neal Jasper, catching sight of Kane fighting through the 
mass of people while waving and pointing past him, wheeled 
around signaling to a uniformed officer and pointing to the 
tall black haired woman, who at that point was taking off 


her raincoat and draping it over an arm as she reached the 


staircase. 


Threading his way past four passengers, the uniformed 


officer reached over toward the girl and said, “Miss! Miss!” 


Then suddenly was the recipient of the raincoat being flung 
into his face as the girl pushed two passengers out of her way 
and by two’s began to run up to the lobby area, with Jasper 
and Kane, fighting the mass of people, in pursuit. 

Reaching the top step and encountering another uniform 
cop, the girl in a frenzied motion punched him in the face 
and, as he went down, wildly turned looking for a way to 
escape capture only to be grabbed by the back of her blouse 
by Dana. Who, with her left hand, swung Bratkowski around 
to face her while yelling, “Hey! Remember me!” Then with a 
round house movement punched her squarely in the jaw. As 
Michelle Bratkowski spun away from the blow, Dana, still 
gripping the girl’s blouse, inadvertently ripped the garment 
down the back. The unconscious Michelle Bratkowski lay at 
the top of the stairs her now naked shoulder blades exhibiting 
the curved snake tattoo. 

Pulling his pickup truck into the long driveway at 
Louden Farm, Quinn, with satisfaction, immediately took 
note of the yellow Corvette parked in front of the barn. His 
phone call to Cassie Roman offering a positive update on 
Felipé Sanchez’s legal status had worked. ‘The girl had gladly 
taken the bait. Now it was his task to spring the trap on Janet 
Robertson’s killer. Stepping out of his truck, now parked 
next to the Corvette, Quinn slowly ambled toward the barn’s 
entrance as Cassie Roman met him at the door. 

With a quick glance into the dark interior of the 
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building, Quinn asked, “Quiet here. No one else around?” 

Cassie, still in her blue surgical scrubs from work, 
answered, “Kate’s up at the house. I just got here. Give me 
a minute while I top off their water buckets. It’s hot today,” 
as she indicated the horses residing in their respective stalls. 

Several minutes later Cassie coming out into the 
blazing afternoon sun sat on a bench next to Quinn who was 
intently gazing out at the lush fields beyond the barn, as well 
as the farm house to his left. Buoyant with the possibility of 
good news concerning the fate of Sanchez, her admitted true 
love, Cassie, after a moment of silence gave Quinn a playful 
nudge with her shoulder while saying, “Well, come on. You 
told me on the phone that you had good news about Felipé. 
Out with it.” 

Still staring straight ahead Quinn replied, “Felipé will 
be released within the next forty-eight hours. The dead girl’s 
killer has been determined. It’s only a matter of taking that 
person into custody.” 

Practically jumping from her seat in shock and 
excitement, the girl threw her arms around Quinn’s neck and 
kissed his cheek which momentarily distracted him from the 
task at hand. Mentally regrouping, as he noted that Cassie 
Roman was one passionate young lady, Quinn launched 
into his planned recitation while staring intently at the farm 
house. “The usual process for a murder investigation is to 
determine three things. Motivation. Access. And method. 
By that I mean, why was the girl killed? And did the killer 
have access not only to the victim but the means and method 
to commit the crime. Felipé Sanchez had none of those.” 


“T told you that. He would never have drugged Michelle 


to have sex with her. She was after him. But he already had 
me. 

“Well, it gets a little more complicated than that,” 
Quinn replied. 

“What do you mean?” 

“Someone was aware that Michelle was seriously in 
pursuit of Sanchez and didn’t like it at all. And that person 
had access to the deceased girl and also had access to the 
method to kill her. The drug, ketamine. And I know that you 
are aware that ketamine is a very potent horse tranquilizer.” 

Slowly recoiling from Quinn, then standing up from 
the bench, Cassie Roman nervously asked, “What do you 
mean by that?” 

Now, standing also, Quinn explained, “Remember 
what I said. Motivation. Access. And method. I know you 
werent happy with Michelle’s actions. I know you were in 
attendance at that cocktail party at the Bristow mansion 
with your father. And I know you work for Dr. Dorney and 
have the opportunity to handle drugs. You deliver them on 
occasion to farms. You delivered them to my farm.” 

Stepping back into the shadowed entrance to the barn, 
Cassie raising her voice said, “Are you accusing me of killing 
Michelle? Sure, I deliver meds to farms. So what! I deliver 
them to this farm, too. Sure I didn't like Michelle chasing 
after Felipé. But I had nothing to worry about. He didn’t 
take her seriously. I didn’t kill anybody. And if you keep this 
up, I’m going to call my father.” 

“Call him if you want. But right now he has his own 
problems,” Quinn replied, while noticing footsteps behind 
him. Then he asked, “Why don't you just tell me how you 
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went about spiking the drink, the ketamine cocktail, you 
used to drug Michelle? Tell the truth!” 

“Hold it right there, Quinn,” Kate Louden, standing 
behind Quinn, yelled. 

“T don't know what you're talking about,” Cassie shouted 
back, while tears began to slide down her cheeks. 

“You knew that Felipé was having late night rendezvous 
with Michelle. You knew that they were having sex on a 
regular basis. And you wanted it stopped.” 

“No! No, he wasn’t. He would never cheat on me!” 
Cassie cried as Kate Louden walked forward now facing 
Quinn and with pure venom in her eyes said, “Shut the hell 
up, Quinn. Just shut up!” 

Turning to Kate Louden, Quinn said, “You worked for 
Dr. Dorney for years. He had no reservations providing you 
with whatever drugs you requested. He knew that you had 
the expertise to manage and administer them properly. And 
I checked. The week before the girl was killed you ordered 
ketamine from him. So, you had the drug here. I also know 
that your name was on the guest list for that cocktail party. 
You were there. So, what did you see? Possibly Cassie walking 
down to the pool house during that evening?” 

“I was with my father on the patio the whole time,” 
Cassie Roman tearfully cried. ‘ 

Kate Louden with a belligerent wave of a hand yelled 
at Quinn, “That’s right. She was with her father the whole 
evening. I was there. If she had walked down to the pool 
house carrying a half-full bottle of champagne I would have 
seen it.” Then realizing her verbal miscue slowly repeated, “I 


would have seen something.” 


Quinn, with a cold stare of satisfaction, after a moment 
said, “That’s right. If Cassie had walked down to the pool 
house with that half-full bottle of champagne you would 
have. But she didn't. The person who did was Michelle. And 
you did notice her. And the reason you know the bottle was 
only half-full was because later you went down there and 
spiked the contents with ketamine.” 

Kate Louden, suddenly stammering, said, “I. I. I 
know that from the account of the murder reported in the 
newspaper. | read it in the newspaper.” 

“No. You didn’t. The amount of champagne present in 
the bottle was never reported by any of the media!” Quinn 
declared as Sergeant Worther and Officer Thornton, by pre- 
arrangement with Quinn, quietly entered the barn. 

Her broad shoulders sagging in resignation and defeat, 
Kate Louden, as if talking to herself in a low voice, said, “I 
had to do something to stop it. Everything was spinning 
out of control. Cassie was upset about Felipé and Michelle. 
I couldn't afford to lose Roman's horses. And I'd invested 
the last of my inheritance with Bristow. What if he found 
out about the two of them and objected? He might have 
dropped me as an investor. I was broke. ‘The Bristow project 
was my one chance. And Sanchez with his womanizing was 
ruining everything. I just thought that if she was asleep and 
unresponsive he wouldn't bother with her anymore. I didn’t 
know she would fall into the pool and die. I never thought 
of that. I just never did.” 

As Worther and Thornton led Kate Louden to the 
waiting police cruiser parked half way down the driveway, 


Cassie Roman still emotionally shaken by the experience 
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that had just taken place walked to her car. Then turning 
toward Nick Quinn said, “All that talk about Felipé and 
Michelle. None of it was true. You just used me to trick her 
into confessing.” Then with a cold stare at Quinn said, “I 
thought you were a really nice guy. You're not. You're mean.” 

At eight thirty that evening, Nick Quinn, finished with 
his chores, stood in the dimly lit center aisle of the barn 
cell phone in hand listening to Neal Jasper’s account of the 
arrest of Michelle Bratkowski. “That woman’s bad news, 
Nick. Crazy as hell. And strong. Got past Kane and me and 
my crew down on the platform. Made it up the steps. Then 
punched out one of my guys there. But not your girl. Dana 
just grabbed her by the shirt, spun her around and knocked 
her stone cold unconscious with the cast on her hand.” 

Quinn, grimacing at Jasper’s term “your girl,” made no 
comment on the arrest details instead saying, “My girl?” 

With a hearty laugh Jasper replied, “Oh, yeah. I got the 
low down on you in that pool. You and I grew up in Philly. 
We didn't have swim clubs and pools. Hell! When it got 
above ninety in the summer we turned on a fire hydrant and 
sat in the gutter. That doesn’t make for Olympic swim team 
candidates. But all of a sudden with Dana in trouble youre 
swimming underwater like a damn Navy Seal. You know I’m 
not a gambling man, Nick. But I’m likin’ the odds on this 
one. You're hooked, buddy!” 

Changing the subject out of necessity Quinn asked, “So, 
she and Kane came back here?” 

“Yeah. We've got the nut job. She’s in the hospital under 


guard overnight. They wired up her busted jaw. Tomorrow 


Kane's sending three of his guys to bring her out your way to 
be arraigned. And she’s gonna be transported with handcuffs 
and leg shackles. Nothing left to chance with that one.” 

“Good plan,” Quinn agreed. 

Jasper, then in a mischievous mood, said, “Hey, Nick. 
When you're ready to buy a ring, you know, a diamond, I 
know a guy down on Jeweler’s Row. Get you a good price.” 

“That would be a cold day in hell. Good night, Neal,” 
Quinn countered as he hung up to the sound of Neal Jasper’s 
laughter. 

Stuffing his cell phone into his pants pocket and walking 
over to turn off the single light illuminating the barn’s center 
aisle, Quinn, reflecting on Jasper’s comments, thought to 
himself, a ring! Not likely! That would be a real disaster! I’m 
not cut out for that type of commitment. Then recalling his 
response the previous day with Dana’s life in perilous danger, 
he then flashed back to Susan berating him at the hospital. 
What had she said? “You've got a second chance.” Shaking 
his head in an effort to clear his mind he turned toward the 
barn’s open door to leave and stopped in his tracks at the 
figure leaning against the doorframe in the moonlight. 

“They didn't keep you overnight at the hospital?” Quinn 
asked. 

“They took new x-rays, replaced the broken cast. Then I 
talked my way out.” 

“You seem to be pretty good at that.” 

“T told them I just wanted to go home.” 

“Home?” Quinn with a bemused expression said. 

“T needed to be with you.” 


“Hmm,” Quinn commented. 
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Taking a step in his direction, facing him eye to eye in 
the moonlit barn, Dana with a determined look said, “Nick, 
I love you. You know that. And whether you're willing to 
admit it or not, I know you love me. I know that! So, why 
can’t we come to an understanding? I have to be me. And 
that includes my career. And you have to be you. As you are 
now. I have to accept that!” 

After a moment of total silence between the two, Quinn 
said, “There’s another problem.” 

“What’s that,” Dana in concern asked. 

“T don't do window treatments.” 

Dana, her head bobbing back in a mental whiplash, 
blurted out, “What the hell does that mean?” 

“Drapes, window stuff. That kind of domestic stuff,” 
Quinn explained. 

“This from a guy who keeps a squeaky clean barn and 
apartment. Oh hell! We'll hire somebody to do that.” 

“Thank God. I was really worried about that,” Quinn in 
mock relief replied as Dana stepping forward put her arms 
on Quinn's shoulders and the two engaged in a prolonged 
kiss. Then, reluctantly parting after several minutes, Quinn 
mumbled, “Second chance,” to himself. 

“What did you say?” Dana asked. 

“Just considering the potential for this evening. Things 
are looking up,” Quinn replied. 

Taking her hand and leading her out of the barn he 
asked, “Are you hungry?” 

“Famished.” 

“Okay. PIl cook,” Quinn offered. Then taking out his 
cell phone asked, “What kind of take out would you like 


tonighte” 

“How about Chinese?” Dana, playing along, replied. 

“And one other thing,” Quinn added, “tonight in bed. 
Be careful. Don't roll over and clobber me with that cast on 
your hand.” 

“Nick. Don’t be such a wimp,” Dana sighed. 

As the two, hand in hand, walked along the pitch black 
driveway to Quinn’s apartment Dana asked, “Whatever 
became of Bristow?” 

“He escaped. For now.” 

“How are we going to catch him?” 

“We'll wait a few months. He can't go to the West Coast. 
He’s wanted there. And he doesn't have much money. So, 
he’ll probably go to either Philly or New York. Lose himself 
in the crowd. Establish a new identity. He’s good at that.” 

“Then we'll never catch him,” Dana theorized. 

“Tl catch him,” Quinn affirmed. 

“How will you do that if he established a new identity?” 

“Because I know who he’s going to be.” 

“How do you know that?” 

“Because he already told me what it will be,” Quinn 
with confidence replied. 
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Epilogue 


Leon Dekker, aka Leonard Dilisi, was tried and 
convicted of conspiracy to commit fraud in the attempt to 
bilk millions from the investors in the Bristow project, as well 
as his role as an accessory in the murder of Barry Gegner. He 
was sentenced to twenty-five years in prison in Pennsylvania. 

Jen Novak, aka Michelle Bratkowski, was convicted of 
conspiracy to commit fraud for her unlawful participation 
in the Bristow project, as well as attempted murder in 
kidnapping and attempting to drown Dana Miller and 
Michael Callaghan, Jr. Also, Bratkowski was found guilty of 
premeditated murder in the brutal death of Barry Gegner. 
Bratkowski, in addition to a thirty- year sentence for the first 
two charges, was sentenced to death row for killing Gegner. 

Kate Louden was found guilty of manslaughter in the 
death of Janet Robertson and sentenced to fifteen years in 
prison. 

Alex Tate, after losing his position as the first assistant 
district attorney for the county, moved back home to his 
mother’s house and opened up a private law practice working 
out of his father’s den. With potential clients few and far 


between Tate, with time on his hands and the political life 
still in the forefront of his mind, initiated his own political 
action committee. Its sole purpose was to find a way to 
reestablish Tate as a viable candidate for election to anything 
in Pennsylvania. The committee, which held monthly 
meetings at his mother’s home, consisted of his mother, for 
obvious reasons, and a three hundred pound, long haired, 
bearded man by the name of Lucius Stephan Dorfman, who 
in addition to being referred to in high school and college as 
LSD, was also a committed advocate of conspiracy theories. 

Ben Friedland, due to the fact that both Michael 
Callaghan and Dana Miller were ineligible to prosecute 
either Dekker or Novak owing to their personal involvement 
as victims, found himself in the spotlight as the prosecuting 
attorney in court. Heavily coached by Callaghan and Miller, 
Friedland did well. Justice was served, despite periodic 
distractions in the courtroom by the very imposing Police 
Chief, Chester T. Ladmo, who was inclined to comment at 
various times during the proceedings, saying, “Hmm. Damn 
raght and sumbitch.” 

Dan Roman, as predicted, escaped indictment for his 
actions in an attempt to obstruct the investigation. His 
employees, though each convicted to seven years in prison, 
steadfastly refused to implicate their boss. 

Felipé Sanchez was released from the county jail. Then 
was escorted by his lawyer, Charlie Shields, to Philadelphia 
International Airport and provided with a plane ticket to 
Florida. Not without incident though. As Shields, after 
Sanchez’s plane had departed, reported back to Nick Quinn, 


“Jesus, Nick. You should have seen it. ’'m in the boarding area 
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with Sanchez. All of a sudden the girl shows up all tears and 
hysterical, carrying on loud as hell. That was bad enough. But 
then her old man shows up. Next thing, he’s trying to drag 
her off. She’s hysterical. Then at one point she’s sitting on the 
floor with her arms around a fence pole while he’s yelling at 
her and trying to loosen her grip to get her out of there. It 
was embarrassing to watch. Then I look over at Sanchez and 
he just shrugs. Then turns around and walks onto the plane. 
Not a care in the world. Can you believe that?” 

“Lot of drama, Charlie. Give it a couple of weeks and 
shell be back on her game and falling for some other guy,” 
Quinn replied. Then disconnecting from Shields thought to 
himself, maybe I should warn Kane. She had a thing for him 
before Sanchez came along. 

Clark Stefanik did have a talk with District Attorney 
Michael Callaghan and was offered a job running the IT 
Department at the County Justice Building. Stefanik, 
admittedly bored with his employment at the law firm, 
accepted Callaghan’s job offer. 

Michael Callaghan, after his dismissal of Alex Tate, 
appointed Dana Miller as his new first assistant district 
attorney. Not without also informing her, as he habitually 
did, that she was a lot of trouble. And also not without 
calling Nick Quinn to give him the good news. Which 
Quinn failed to agree with stating, “Aw jeez!” Then asking 
Callaghan, “Why the hell did you do that?” 

Callaghan’s answer, “Because Susan told me to,” resulted 
in Quinn quickly disconnecting the call. Callaghan, hanging 
up his phone, sat back from his desk with a satisfied smile on 


his face as he now contemplated his strategy to lure Quinn 


into a position as a special investigator for the District 


Attorney’s office. | 
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Two Months After the Arrest 
of Novak and Dekker 


The old man in the dilapidated, gray topcoat with a filthy, 
blue knit cap pulled down over his wild mass of long, gray 
hair completed his oration from the final scene of Arsenic 
and Old Lace, one of his personal favorites and always a 
crowd pleaser. At the culmination of his act, he thrust his 
right hand out, palm up toward his pedestrian audience, in 
what had become his signature pose, suitable for pictures by 
tourists and occasionally a currency donation by a passerby 
who had been properly amused by the entertaining homeless 
man. Sure enough, within seconds, a five dollar bill was 
slapped into his dirt encrusted palm by a fan who, not even 
bothering to break stride, continued along Market Street 
toward the corner bus stop. 

Thrusting the bill into a pocket the old man surveyed the 
area around him, Fifteenth and Market Street in downtown 
Philadelphia, the northeast corner to be exact. Then he 
launched into his usual patter or, as some people considered 
it, his rant. “Come here. Listen to the words. Words from the 
classics. Relive those scenes with the movie man. Chakka 


) 


the movie man. Ihe movie man remembers all your classical 


films.” 

Discretely eyeing the dented bucket at his feet 
containing coins of various sizes, then with a graceful gesture 
of his hand taking note of the time on his wrist watch, the 
old man segued into his promotional speech to end the 
day and provide a small preview of what he considered for 
his show tomorrow. After reciting his list of films, all well- 
known classics from the Golden Age of Hollywood, several 
times for the benefit of the pedestrians walking by, his loyal 
audience, Chakka, in his baritone voice, ended his recitation 
with his usual sign off. “Good night to all, and to all a good 
night.” Then, stooping over, picked up the bucket containing 
his remuneration for the day’s work and walked away from 
what had become his corner, or as he liked to think of it, 
his stage. Slowly walking west on Market Street the elderly, 
homeless man methodically scooped coins from his bucket 
into the deep pockets of the worn topcoat. Then at the corner 
of twentieth and Market, with that daily task completed, he 
boarded a bus to the train station ten blocks away. 

Fifteen minutes later, entering 30th Street Station, the 
man walked to a row of storage lockers, unlocked one and 
proceeded to pull out a canvas duffel bag as he placed the 
bucket inside. Then after closing the locker made his way to 
the public restrooms. Once inside there he entered a stall and 
proceeded to remove the coins from the topcoat’s pockets, 
now depositing them in a black briefcase. After that chore 
he went about the task of changing his clothes, replacing 
the thread bare attire for something more suitable. With the 
aid of a small mirror that he had propped on the toilet tank 
he removed the gray beard that had covered his face as well 
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as the wig he had worn under the knit cap. Replacing the 
wig with an expensive toupee that he had saved from his 
unsuccessful venture in central Pennsylvania, then leaving 
the stall with the canvas bag now containing his work attire, 
the man stopped briefly at a sink. Looking into the mirror 
he splashed water on his face to remove some of the dirt. 
The trademark of the homeless. But for his purposes more 
like an actor’s makeup. That completed he walked out to the 
lobby and once again approaching the locker stored his work 
clothes into it, ready for another day of his profitable charade. 

Boarding another bus outside the train station building, 
the old man projected the appearance of an average blue 
collar worker on his way home at the end of the day. Now, 
comfortably seated on the bus as it crawled along through the 
rush hour traffic to 40th Street where he would disembark 
and walk the remaining four blocks to Walnut Street and 
his rented efficiency apartment, he considered not only his 
current situation but his possible future. 

When he had been approached by his long lost niece 
and her partner, both reprehensible and erratic characters, 
he was still living in Hollywood. And though still reasonably 
well connected was, in fact, habitually unemployed and 
consistently broke. Allowing himself to be recruited for 
the California business, defrauding longtime friends and 
acquaintances, had been bad enough. Having fallen down 
that slippery slope, continuing in their next illegal endeavor 
in Pennsylvania, had become too nerve wracking for a man 
of his age and refinement. Now, ironically, the failure of that 
venture and his current living standard, though modest, 


seemed to him to be much more palatable. The pressure was 


gone from his daily life. This current role, while not really 
suitable, would do fine for now. As for the future, lately 
he had been considering a more modest plan. Something 
genteel, as well as familiar to his background. And also 
artistically challenging. 

As he disembarked from the bus and proceeded to walk 
the four blocks to his apartment, he began to visualize his 
new career choice. A new career, under a new identity, of 
course. Totally legal. And with the potential for not only 
income but possibly critical acclaim. Always the Holy Grail 
for an artist. But always difficult to attain. He had been, for 
years, a writer of screenplays. Now the film industry had 
changed. That change, with the emphasis on brutality, had 
effectively ended his career. There was no place for him in 
film anymore. And he knew it. And that fact led him to his 
current career choice. The idea, initially intriguing to him, 
was now fully formed in his mind. He would become an 
author of children’s books. Truly inspired! 

Arriving at the building, which was situated on the 
edge of the University of Pennsylvania campus, the old man 
walked up the steps and entered the secured door. Then 
climbing another flight of steps to his apartment unlocked 
the door and stepped into the dark room. Reaching to his 
right he flicked on the light switch. Then stopped dead in his 
tracks at the sight of the man sitting in the worn club chair 
idly smiling at him. 

Wide eyed with shock and confusion the old man in a 
hushed tone said, “Ryan Walker! What are you doing here?” 

Smiling at the old man, the uninvited guest in the chair 


replied, “Actually, my name is Nick Quinn.” ‘Then, from 
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the shadowed area behind the old man, a tall black man 
impeccably dressed in a dark blue suit with a deft motion 
slapped handcuffs on his right wrist while saying, “Roger 
Bristow, Rudolph Bratkowski, Chakka, or whatever your 
name is, you're under arrest.” 

Staring back at his seated guest, immobile while Neal 
Jasper applied the handcuffs to his other wrist, Roger Bristow 
asked, “How did you find me?” 

Still smiling at Bristow, Nick Quinn calmly explained, 
“You told me who you were going to be when we had that 
business meeting. The Little Tramp. Your favorite character 
in film.” 

“T did?” Bristow in wonder asked. 


“Yes. As you told me in our meeting, it’s all illusion.” 
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A stranger comes to town claiming that a 

homicide victim lying in the county morgue is 

not who she’s supposed to be. Then he becomes 

the victim of a brutal murder with all of the 
evidence implicating the lead police i Ge | 
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_ With events spinning out of control, District 
Attorney Michael Callaghan turns to Nick 
Quinn and Dana Miller to solve both crimes. 
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